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It's a storm on the streets 
and it 's rain in ' slugs 
Single Wothers devoted to raisin' thugs 
l/T ninjas rather hold a snub before thetf receive a hug 
Streets piled wit' envy and hate so it ain't no room for love 

read the rest of Fat Wat/fte's TOW oh page 3 
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HGlG W© nlC — another week of writing and art 
from you amazing and talented writers and artists, who step up 
each and every week in workshops or beyond, to tell us readers 
what's on your minds. Thanks! Hard to believe we are in our 
thirteenth year, twentieth issue, unbelievable - 2008! Each 
week we surprise ourselves, given the demand for our services, 
given how small of an outfit we are. But in the end, we pull 
it all together to bring you this amazing collection of writings 
each week in this very special publication that comes out of the 
workshops, that comes out of the soul searching each of you 
contributors do, while we write as a group, or which you write 
alone, if managed to sneak a pencil in your room to do just 
that — write! We know and understand how critical writing 
has become for many of you, given where you sit right now. 
We are honored to provide this priceless opportunity, to teach, 
to share and to be published, so thousands and thousands can 
read and learn from you. Yeah, YOU! 

We pride ourselves in responding to every single piece 
published in our weekly, but unfortunately we are also at a 
point where there is no way we could respond to every single 
letter that comes our way. Thank you for not giving up on us, 
yet. We do hope The Beat publication is making its way into 
your hands as our way to say thanks. 

Speaking of thanks, we must thank our new colleague 
Annie Wong, who has stepped up B-l-G, to reach out to the 
many of you who have been so lucky in getting a letter/personal 
response from her. Doesn't a personal response make things 
that much better? We bet it's very inspiring. We know how 
much more encouraging it must be for you writers to step up 
as writers when you get a response, than to get no response, 
which has been the case for many years due to circumstances 
beyond our control. Sorry again. Hey, at least we send you 
Beats! 

Back in the day, this editor, or should we say all editors, 
would spend entire weekends and nights writing letters to 
our many contributors who reached out to us from around the 
prison world. We would answered every letter and tried to 
personalize each letter with encouraging insight, filled with 
many questions, while sharing the writer's world, his/her life 
outside of The Beat Within, and of course within. 

For this editor, the past thirteen years have been a very 
magical and inspiring journey in a dark world. Some of the 
most satisfying moments ever have been in places like the max 
unit in Santa Clara County Juvenile Hall with the likes of Baby 
A, Bagpipes, Dwayne The Knowledge, and Dat Nguyen where 
these strong young men, looking at years in the adult system, 
stepped up week in and week out with some of the most 
impressive writings to ever be featured in The Beat Within. 

Fifty miles away, over in Alameda County the same thing 
was happening. There was a young man by the name of JRoc, 
another who went by the name of Black Messiah and another 
talent who went by the name of Socrates the Scholar who not 
only dazzled us facilitators but moved even those stubborn ol' 
counselors with their words of wisdom. 

Across the Bay, over in San Francisco's B5 Max unit, the 
mothership, there was E-Money, Viet, and T-Mangla, who 
brought a real seriousness to writing. And after they left in 
came Pure Dragon and 007 who took writing to even greater 
and imaginative lengths. (And that only mentions a precious 
few of our gifted contributors from every county!) 

Why, after all these years, these names still ring true as 
incredibly gifted and very special Beat writers? Was it Prop 
21? Was it because of the seriousness of the offense every 
single one of them was facing to watch them step up each 
and every week and create mind boggling rhymes, or painful 
tales of love loss, to empowering revolutionary commentaries, 
to child like pieces - longing for home and their family's love? 
Was it because we were still so new to this Beat work? Was 
it simply a fluke, where all this talent was boiling over inside 
these Bay Area juvenile halls at the same time? Whatever 
the case, not only this editor but other long time colleagues, 
too, recall the amazing gifts these young men brought to the 
writing workshops each week as well as incredible respect for 
the program and their peers during a very hard time in their 
lives. By the way, as of today, every single one of the writers 
named here, except {as far as we know) Pure Dragon and E 
Money, is in prison. 

As most of you know, the juvenile halls today are filled with 
talented young men and women who have fallen on hard times. 



Just flip through this latest 1 3.20 issue and you will read 
moving pieces to the very inspiring and courageous. We are 
always thrilled to include your thoughtful pieces in The Beat 
Within, from the young boys in the younger less sophisticated 
units to the hardened young men fighting for their freedom in 
the max units, to the girls who are so willing to reveal their 
emotions on these pages. 

Speaking of max units, we still hold on to the notion that 
the most powerful and important writers are those young 
people who are looking at serious time, although for a long 
while the current max units have done their best to prove us 
wrong. What happened to the thoughtful max unit writers? 
The leaders of the hall. The one's facing hard time? The one's 
on the cusp of adulthood? In recent weeks — be it the boys 
in SF, to Oakland and San Jose — we have had challenging 
moments in these classes. Is it because of one's fear of writing? 
Is it the staff? Is it because there is no leader on the unit? Is it 
us Beat facilitators? 

Whatever the case, we know some of our most powerful 
pieces in recent weeks have come outside of the max units. 
We hope to see that change. Just last Thursday in Santa Clara 
County Juvenile Hall, with the option of television or The Beat 
program. Over a dozen young men came to our workshops and 
stepped up as writers in our 1 3.23 session. This editor made a 
point to thank the young men for coming to our program and 
participating, where they could have easily spaced out with 
their mouths wide open staring at the idiot box. They didn't. 
Lets see what happens this coming week! 

Every week is a new adventure inside juvenile hall. As 
guests, we can not forecast what kind of workshop we will get. 
We all go in with the hope that we will have a writing program. 
Staff truly calls the shots. If they want to cancel, they cancel. 
If they want to let out only a few kids to the program, a few it 
is. If they want to make us wait a half hour, we wait. While the 
program is going, if the staff wants to be disruptive, we do our 
best to work around the laughter and sidebar conversations. 
It is not an easy place to work, but in the end it works, and in 
the end we get amazing results, your writing! We do want to 
say, for the most part the staff in all the halls we attend give 
us incredible respect and support when we do our workshops, 
and to those counselors we say thank you. 

Moving right along to topics... OUR first topic, "Admitting 
We're Wrong" -Why is it so hard to admit it when we're wrong, 
when we make mistakes? Why do we jump to defend ourselves 
when someone accuses us of something — even when we know 
they're right and we're wrong? Sometimes, admitting things 
can get you in trouble with the system or the school or your 
parents, but what about just between friends? Can you tell 
us, from your own experience, about a time when you insisted 
you didn't do something that you actually did? Did you finally 
admit it or not? Was that easy or hard? Or tell us about a lie 
you continue to tell, and whether carrying that lie around is 
like a weight you can't get out from under. 

Second topic, "Eye Opener" -There's a word in English 
called epiphany. It means that you suddenly see something in 
a brand new light, and that light makes a lot of things clear 
that weren't clear before. Have you ever had one of those eye- 
opening experiences? What was it? Was it something you read 
or wrote in The Beat? Something you experienced? Something 
a counselor or parent or other adult said? Was it something you 
thought of on your own, and suddenly understood things in a 
different way? Or, are you still waiting for that light to go on 
inside your head and illuminate things for you? 

Last topic, "Hitting Bottom" -Sometimes, we watch things 
happen to our friends that make us want to intervene because 
they're going downhill. Maybe they're drinking or doing so 
many drugs that they keep ending up in jail. Or maybe they 
can't find or keep a job because of things going on in their 
lives. We often hear that these people won't change until they 
"hit bottom." Do you believe that? Do you have to hit bottom 
before you make changes in your life? Do you know people 
who keep falling, lower and lower, that you want to help? How 
do you help them? Have you ever hit bottom? What was it 
like? 

Thank you faithful editorial note readers for reading our 
page. Enjoy the issue. We'll see you next week. With that 
said, this issue goes out to our new colleague, Annie Wong, for 
playing such a wonderful role with correspondence and typing 
of BWOs. 
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The BeStt Within, a weekly newsletter of writing ar 
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Assistant Editors: Michael Kroll, Omar Turcios 

Graphics/Layout Editor: Manen Pau 

Staff: Pauline Craig, Carolyn Goossen, Jill Wolfson, Allan Martinez, Patricia 
Johnson, Amanda Abies, Dennis Morton, Sheerly Avni, Jennifer Clarke, Brit- 
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Art: Much props to everyone for the great art this week. 



Spiritual Advisor: Jac 
Special Volunteer: Na 



Book Donor: Marisela Norte 
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dation, Evelyn and Walter Haas, Jr. Fund, Ford Foundation, James Irvine Foun- 
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Writers: Thanks to all the participants in our workshops in the San Francis- 
co, Maricopa County Arizona, Santa Clara, San Mateo, Alameda, Bernalillio 
County New Mexico, Santa Cruz and Marin County Juvenile Halls. If you have 
any questions or comments about The Beat Within, or if you would like to 
become a subscriber, contact us at: 275 Ninth St. SFCA. 94103 or call (415) 
503-4170 or check us out at: 

www.thebeatwithin.0r2 
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La Historia De Mi Viaje A USA 

La historia de mi vida comenzo asi. Comenzo en bus 
desde Tegucigalpa, Honduras haciata la frontera de 
Guatemala y Honduras. Luego viaje en bus, canoa, lancha 
hasta la frontera de Guatemala a Mexico. 

Durante unos dia estuve en Tenocique y ahi fue donde 
agarre el tren cargero. Rodiandonos salio un individuo 
con una arma caliber 22mm. Nos apuntaba hacia la 
cabeza diciendo, "el quien se mueva, lo mato." Todos 
mis companfieros y yo estabamos nervioso. El individuo 
andaba la marca tatuada de una pandilla en la frente. Nos 
quito el dinero y luego se largo. 

Llegamos a Palenqui en la madrugada. El tren empieza 
a pitar y a moverse. Estaba callendo un aguacero. Mis 
amigos y yo corrimos hacia el tren y lo abordamos. 

Es peligroso abordar el tren cargero en movimiento. 
En algunos casos el tren cargero sunciono a las personas 
provocandoles algunos accidentes como cortarles los 
pieces, las manos, y algunas veces los parte por la mitad 
ocaccionandoles la muerte. 

El camino es duro por los Mexicanos, pero es mas uro 
para los Centroamericanos. Sino fuera por las personas 
de buen corazon y por las iglesias que cooperan con 
los indocumentados, los Centroamericanos no viajaran 
hacia el norte. 

La mayoria de los nifios salen de Honduras hacia los 
Estados Unidos para ajuntarse con sus padres. Algunos 
nifios se preguntan que las madres que estan en el norte 
quieren saber si aiin los aman. 

From The Beat: Debio haber sido bien horrible haber pasado por una 
experiencia asi. Lo bueno es que nadie perdio la vida como otras muchas 
ocasiones. £Te has dado cuenta lo mucho que arriesgastes para venir 
a terminar a este lugar. Esperamos que esta experiencia te enseiie a 
valorar la cosas que se obtienen con mucho efuerzo. Nos encanto tu 
historia aunque haya sido una peligrosa. Sigenos escribiendo que nos 
gusto. 

The Story Of My Journey To The IIS 

My story started like this. It started in a bus from 
Tegucigalpa, Honduras to the border of Guatemala and 
Honduras. Later, I took a bus, a canoe, and a motorboat 
to the border of Guatemala and Mexico. 

During days, I was in Tenocique and there was where I 
boarded the train. Out of nowhere, a guy got us with a 22 
mm gun. They were pointing it at our heads saying, "who 
moves, I'll kill." All my friends and I were nervous. The 
guys had gang signs tattooed on his forehead. He took 
our money and left. 

We got to Palenqui in the morning. The train started 
to hunk and to move. It was raining very hard. My friend 
and I ran to board the train and we boarded. 

It's very dangerous to board a train in movement. In 
some cases, it has caused serious accidents to people 
like cutting their legs, hands off and sometimes cutting 
people in half to death. 

The journey to here is hard for Mexicans, and harder 
for Centro Americans. If it weren't for those people with 
big hearts and for the churches that support the illegal 
immigrants, Centro Americans wouldn't get to the north. 

The majority of kids that leave Honduras to the US do 
this to reunite with their parents. Some of them ask their 
mothers who are in the north if they still love them. 

-Edixan, San Francisco 

From The Beat: It must have been very hard to go through an experience 
like this. The good thing is that nobody lost his/her life like other 
occasions. Have you realized how much you risk it to end up in a place 
like this? We hope this experience teach you to value the things that 
are gained with much efforts. We liked your story even though it was 
a risky one. 



Hitting The Big Bottom 



The sands of time cannot be stopped, 

because of this, everything has a beginning and an end. 

Some people say life is too short. 

The funny thing is they are right, 

and the people that can come out and say this 

they know the end is near. 

They do everything they can do 

to make there last years worthwhile. 

Maybe because when they were young 

they had no money, mom, and dad 

or were put through hell as a kid. 

Having to fight for his life or his next meal, 

things some people take for granted. 
Things don't always start off bad for people; 

some kids grow up with a mom, dad, 

and have a good home with food and money 

and never have to fight for anything they wanted 

because it was given to them. 

Then they meet someone that tells them, 

"hey come try some of these drugs 

they will make you feel like you are on top of the world." 

Some people say no some say yes. 

When the person says yes 

they get hooked on drugs and can't get enough, 

and their family is not so lucky anymore. 

When the money, and food is gone 

they sell their stuff for money, 

when their stuff is gone they get a pay loan 

that they can't pay back, 

so they don't have good credit, s 

o they lose their home then their job. 

When all that's gone it's like they never had it at all, 

so listen to me when I say drugs are no good at all. 

-Isaac, Land Of Enchantment 

From The Beat: You write from the heart, and what more can we say 
except we appreciate the time you put forth in your well thought out, 
yet brutal piece on drugs. What is your experience with drugs? What 
you describe is this something that happened to you or your family? 
Keep writing from the heart! You speak volumes! 



Admitting We're Wrong 



There are times when I did things wrong but wouldn't 
admit them. For example: I was going out with this girl. 
She was beautiful, nice, and faithful. She had a friend at 
her school that I talked to on the side, but I didn't know 
they were friends. Our relationship was going well, but 
one day I slept with the friend and she told a couple of 
her friends. 

Then it was getting around that we slept together, and 
my girlfriend found out. She asked me about it and I kept 
denying it. More people kept telling her it happened and 
she was getting mad, and telling me that I was about to 
lose something good. So she kept asking me about if it 
happened and I kept saying no. 

Then our relationship was about to end and I finally 
confessed. I thought to myself, I'm about to lose a good 
girl. But she forgave me after I apologized and told her I 
would never do it again. She told me I don't ever have to 
lie to her. I also learned that the truth shall set you free. 
I also stopped talking to the other female. This is a time I 
admitted I was wrong. 

- Lionel, Santa Clara 

From the Beat: Great job on being honest! Its wonderful that you have 
such a good friend who forgave you. Now its our turn to pass that 
forgiveness to those that have hurt us. Its true that you don't ever have 
to lie to a good friend. And now you know from experience that the 
truth does set you free. And its good to read that you took the courage 
to stop talking to the other female. You made some tough choices, but 
they were the right ones. 
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Alone 



It's another day alone, sittin' in my crib thinkin, 

"what is there to do"? 

Day and night alone 

seems like no one is coming home. 

The heck with it I'm rolling to my boy's house 

to get high, and smoke another blunt 

to take away the pain, 

drink a couple 40ouncers 

to forget about being a lonely man. 

I'm tired of the shhh, 

being lonely, and wondering why my dad had to die. 

My mom is always telling me to stay out of trouble. 

But does it look like I listen? 

No, 'cause I'm getting caught up in this system. 

People ask me why I'm so bad, 

it's because I had to raise myself since I was 7 years old. 

Being left alone, 

mom always at work, and my dad, he's just a crack fiend. 

He put me in danger, 

seein' horrible things 

people droppin' like flies, 

hearin' them scream, and pleads to let those innocent. 

Life, and live another day to see their family, man. 

Now it's all over, my dad got killed in a drug deal. 

Now it's just my mom, but it's really only me. 

Another day alone now I'm locked up in a cell 

they won't let me out, lookin' out the window 

thinkin' and dreamin', 

if I could just fly away, and be free again. 

Not to have to worry 

about the Judge, District Attorney, DA, and Probation. 

Man I wish I could just say screw them all, 

but I can't because they'll just screw me right back. 

-Alon, Land Of Enchantment 

From The Beat: The honesty spews out of this piece. We read your pain 
loud and clear. What next? What's the plan to better your life to feel 
good about you and not need the drugs and alcohol to cope. 









RIP Tone 



Dam my bra Tone. Why you had to go? 

Went fishing and slipped in the water. 

Man forget the fact that no one tried to save you when 

you fell in. You were a true hustler. 

Making money and going to school was your thang. 

But damn, why it had to end like this. 

Died going fishing. 

Died at the time when you turned your life around for the better. 

But damn why it had to end this way. 

You started going fishing to keep you outta trouble. 

But one night, the last night anyone saw you 

was when that night you came to the spot 

to get your little brah Jimbo to go home. 

But he wouldn't go 

so I had yelled at Jimbo to get in that car and so he did. 

Then the next morning I got a phone call. 

Bad news saying that you passed. 

I said damn, and broke down crying. 

I went to Oak Park as fast as I can and found everyone 

heart broke. Even to this day we is. 

Man gotta go. 

Rest In Paradise Tony Phal. 

-Lil' Rikki, Alameda 

From The Beat: We're sorry to hear about your friend. Its hard losing 
someone we got mad love for. Especially since you seen your boy going 
through changes in his life and try to leave that negative lifestyle 
behind. What can you do to honor your potna? Stay out of jail and 
maybe you should think about leaving some of this negative shhh 
behind too. 



Tear You Apart 



Let me tell you about my self 

Let me tell you what I do 

I'm dark black and would like to be in you 

I'll have you hurting and crying on the ground 

Or I'll have you feeling like you're flying around town 

I can be your worst enemy or your very best friend 

Mess around with me and you'll be hooked in the end 

You'll do stuff you wouldn't just to see me 

I'll have you stealing from stores, your mom 

And your friends just for me 

I'm like a relationship: your heart's set on me 

And soon before you know it you're fatal for me 

And when I am gone you'll call to come back 

Some consider me a dirty woman a nasty little tramp 

I'll try to play you: all I want is you attached 

Days with out me your body feels attacked 

I'll have you sweating, hurting and praying I'll come back 

I'll put you to sleep: maybe you'll never come back 

And if you do awake you'll just want me right back 

I'm everywhere you go no matter where you are 

My real goal is to kill you, to tear you apart 

I'll make you so ruthless you won't have a heart 

Keeping your girl, family and friends far apart 

You can use me in a needle, foil, or a straw 

Suck me through your nose, lungs, or poke through 

your arm 

So now before I go I hope you learned something? 

Go messing with me and you'll be six feet DEEP!!! 

- Tim, Land Of Enchantment 

From The Beat: You couldn't have said it better Tim. Yes heroin is a 
deadly drug of choice. We look forward to reading more . 



Eye Opener 



I guess I have opened my eyes because I realized that 
what I did was wrong, and that I shouldn't be out there 
on the streets robbing people. My family always used to 
tell me to just be cool and just go to school. But I wasn't 
listening to them, and that's why I ended up here. 

After being here, I realized that I don't wanna be here. 
It's a waste of time and I should be out there with my girl 
and with my family. I know that the light went on in my 
head, and now I'm ready to just chill and not come back 
to the halls. 

-Arnold, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Good for you, Arnold. It takes some people a lot more 
experience being under the control of strangers before they realize that 
they control their own futures based on what they do. You already knew 
that robbing people was wrong, but now, besides that knowledge, you 
have lived some of the consequences. Don't forget those consequences 
when you get out of here (its easy to do), because you need to keep the 
promises you make here and not come back! 



Admitting We're Wrong 



It is hard to admit when you're wrong because people 
never want to be wrong. We jump to defend ourselves 
because we don't want to be accused of doing things. 

I cannot stand when people accuse me of things that I 
did or did not do. I hate to admit when I'm wrong because 
I just have to be right all of the time. But when I'm wrong, 
I have to live with it and I always have to admit it. I always 
do things like that and it always wears me down and I 
have to confess my wrongs. 

-Bigun, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We admire the honesty of this piece. We're curious 
though. When you deny doing something that you know you really did 
(because you hate to admit when you're wrong), do you also deny it to 
yourself, or do you know you're lying? Have you ever had to own up to 
something you hated to admit? What was that like? 



Admitiendo Que Estamos Equivocado 

What's up Beat! Cuando yo estaba en Honduras, recuerdo 
que no tenia dinero. Yo me la llebaba trabajando en casa que 
era una tienda. Yo me robaba el dinero. 

Recuerdo que lo guarde en una cartera. Ya tenia bastante 
y lo decia ojala y no me vayan a descubrir. 

Recuerdo que una vez mi hermana me encontro un poco 
de dinero y me pregunto, "^quien te dio ese dinero?" Yo le 
dije que lo habia ahorrado. Me dijo, "mentira, de donde lo 
agarrastes? Le voy a decir a mi mama y al abuelito." Yo no 
queria que les dijera porque el dinero era robado. 

Recuerdo que hice algo. Habia una fiesta y pense llebarme 
el dinero a la fiesta y para decir que me lo habia encontrado. 
Si fuera dicho eso en la casa, no me lo hubieran creido. Le 
iba a decir que me encontre como 900 Pesos. 

Lo hice pero en la casa no me creian cuando le dije que 
me lo encontre. Seguia iyendo a la tienda donde robaba el 
dinero. Llegue una tarde y estaban dos chavas en la cosina. 
Fui al cuarto y tome 100 pesos. Me fui y me descubrieron 
porque yo era el unico que estaba ahi con ellas. 

Recuerdo que cuando volvi a ir, yo no sabia que me 
habian descubierto. Ellos m dijeron, "vete." Dije, "Dios mio, 
me chacharon." 

Yo estaba muy equivocado aunque no lo admitia. No decia 
la verdad por pena a mi madre y mis abuelos quienes nunca 
me ensenaron eso. Los desfraude, y tambien a las personas 
de la tienda cuando ellos se portaron bien conmigo. 

Despues volvi a la tienda y me dieron otra oportunidad. 
Admiti que estaba equivocado y nunca volvi a robar. 

From The Beat: Lo bueno es que adtimistes que estabas en un error y 
aprendites de ese mismo error. Sabes, al leer tu escritura, nos hicistes 
sentir lo importante que es la honestidad. Aveces cometemos errores, 
errores pequenos que nos quitan mucho mas de lo que hacemos. Tu 
puedes robar una cosa de diez Pesos, pero puedes perder hasta mil. No 
vale la pena del todo. 

Admitting We Are Wrong 

What's up Beat! When I was in Honduras, I had money. I 
would spend my time working in a house that had a store. I 
would steal money from there. 

I remember that I used to keep my money in a wallet. I 
had a lot and I hoped that anyone would find out about it. 

I remember one time my sister found some of this money 
and asked me, "who gave you this?" I said that I had saved it. 
She said, "liar, where did you get it? I'm going to tell my mom 
and grandparents?" I didn't want her to tell them because 
the money was stolen. 

I remember I did something. There was a party, and I 
thought about taking the money to say that I had found it. If 
I had said that I had found it at home, they would have never 
believed me. I was going to say that I had found 900 Pesos. 

I did it but they didn't believe me I had found it. I was still 
going to the store where I used to steal money. I went there 
an afternoon and there were only two females employees in 
the kitchen. I went to the room and took 100 Pesos. I left and 
they found it because I was the only one there with hem. 

I remember I went there, and I didn't know they knew. 
They said, "go away." I said, "Oh my God, I got caught". 

I was wrong even though I didn't admit it. I didn't say 
the truth, because I was embarrassed for my mother and 
grandparents who never taught me this. I failed them and 
also the people from the store. 

I went back after a while, and they gave me another 
chance. I admitted to them I was wrong and I never stole 
anything again. 

-Lda, San Francisco 
From The Beat: The good thing is that you admitted it that you were 
wrong and learned from your mistake. You know what, by reading your 
piece, you made us realize the importance of honesty. Sometimes we 
make mistake, insignificant mistakes that make us loose more than 
what we expect to get. You can steal a little thing that can be worth 1 
Pesos, as consequences, you end up re-paying thousands. Now tell us, 
is it worth it? 



Easier 



I think my life is easier than my mom's life was. I'm 
growing up in a nice house, got food to eat, everyday. I've 
even got my own room. 

I got raised up having the simple stuff, but my mom 
got raised up sharing a room with her five sisters and 
sleeping on the cold floor with just one blanket that she 
had to share with my aunt. Most days she didn't even 
eat. They would get hit by my grandma and grandpa. 
They went to school 'til eighth grade and grew up in a 
poor neighborhood. She grew up seeing dead people on 
corners and in ditches - images that a little kid shouldn't 
see. Growing up fighting for food to eat. Growing up 
around guns, drugs, neighbors shooting up in plain view. 
Nobody saying anything because of the corrupt cops. Her 
brothers were locked up for years for something they 
didn't do. Mom got raped when she was 15 years old, 
something that scars her to this day. 

She was 17 when she moved to the US. 
I have many things that my mom didn't have. Like, 
I've got an education. I got opportunities. I got food to 
eat. I'm growing up in the streets that are hard to live 
in. I have to watch my back everywhere I go. Can't be 
comfortable. My mind's messed up. I can't think. I can't 
eat. The demons in my head are trying to kill me in my 
sleep. Homegirl got raped. It brings back memories. A 
lot of homeboys are dead over stupid stuff. 

I know my mom wants something better for me.. She 
wants me to have a better life than she had. But I feel 
like I'm stuck in the middle. Gotta get out. Gotta get paid 
because my girl's about to be a mama. 

When I'm finally a father, I think that will change my 
life. Lates. 

-Edgar, Santa Cruz 

From The Beat: Edgar, thank you very much for telling us this detailed 
story. You know a lot and you've experienced a lot. But as we've all 
discovered, or will discover, that putting all the pieces together is 
difficult. Sometimes we need a little help. Often, the best help comes 
from folks who've been through what we're going through. Folks who 
have somehow managed to find a way through all the crap that we 
encounter in our lives. These folks are out there. You probably even 
know some of them. Asking for help when you need it is a sigh of 
strength and maturity. There might be someone on staff at the hall who 
could help you sort things out. We know you want to do the right thing. 
Maybe you could start by talking with someone who's discovered how. 
Keep your ears open, and your heart open. In the meantime, begin to 
make a plan for yourself, and for your new family. 



Corrupted Minds 



The next person to occupy my cell might be you 

Sleeping on the cold hard bed is all you feel 

All the friends you had you thought were by your side 

'Cause the only reason was your down to ride 

But now you're all alone inside your mini cell 

Wondering why the hell your friends snitch and tell 

Now you're facing life in jail with no hope parole 

Crying every time knowing you paid your final toll 

So let me tell you something, 'cause this is my situation 

All the friends I had just made a simple invasion 

Corrupted my mind with all the contemplation 

But I'm still holding on to set my crooked life free 

From all these hateful people who took the love away 

from me 

-Ly, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Amazing poem Ly. You've gone through a lot and have a 
lot of wisdom and experience to share with other Beat readers. We wish 
your friends had had your best interest at heart and maybe you would 
be with your loved ones right now. You are one of our deep thinkers 
and we thank you for your words. WE hope to hear from you while on 
your journey. 
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All Over Again 



Got out of jail and getting on the right track 
Next thing you know I'm going right back 

Yo' girl stay bouncing call me kangaroo jack 
Lived in California I'm ready to move back 

Man I gots to get away gots to get up out this state 

Only tryin' to get paid just getting by every day 

Was about to buy a Benz went to jail that same day 

Was hangin' out with my friends and got they car took away 

Girl you was doing so good why you doin' so bad 
You was out in the hood now you posted like a flag 

Police took everything I had, to bad 

But it's all good 'cause I'm gon' make it right back 

Take me down town you can't bring a pimp down 

When will they learn they can't turn the game around 

They tryin' to change me and the game 

but they can't do neither 

And I don't' know why they so damn eager 

- Da Bay Gurl, Land Of Enchantment 

From The Beat: When you do get your life back on track and if you do 
move back to the Bay area, be sure to drop by The Beat Wihtin to let us 
know how you're doing. 



I Will March 



The march I march for is a march for peace and no war. 

I will march until my feet are sore. Until my life is wore, 

I march until I'm out of poverty. 

My mind cannot bear captivity. 

I will live and die in your name. 

Where I'm told my race holds no significance. 

I will march until I succeed, I will march into the center 

of my heart. 
I will march until my mind erases the dark and turns to 

light. 
'Cause I will fight for my right to succeed in life. 

-Mo mo, Alameda 

From The Beat: This kind of marching is what we need! Soldiers for 
peace! But before you can fight to save the cause, you need to save 
yourself from your own demons. What steps are you taking to win that 
fight? 



He Faked It 



Sometimes you can trust no one. 

Doesn't matter if they grew up where you came from. 

No fun when you see death comin' next. 

And it's real - no motion picture special effects. 

That's what they thought even after certain death. 

Then I reappeared like a ghost in the flesh. 

Something fresh - like, where the hell'd he come from. 

From the grave, lookin' at me hella stunned. 

Troublesome, I hit the streets like they don't know. 

Disappeared for seven years down in Mexico. 

They thought I was shot, kidnapped and beat. 

Gone for long enough, they declared me legally 

deceased. 

Only told my mom, sister, and two homies. 

Then surrounded myself with people who didn't know me. 

Memories of my life drifted away slowly. 

Only thoughts that remained were by some RIP tattoos 

saying under my name "Died for the life he chose". 

Laughing to myself because nobody had a clue. 

- K, Santa Cruz 

From The Beat: A man of many lives, but each of them could write. 
He had life almost figured out, but not quite. Until he started writing 
for The Beat. And now his life is orderly, almost honest, and definitely 



When I Die 



When I die, are my ninjas really gonna pop fo' me or 
is it just an illusion? When I die, how many people gon 
show up at my funeral that I don't even know? How many 
people gon wear a shirt with my picture on it that I didn't 
even mess with? How many suckas gon put dat shirt on 
and put a coat on and zip it up all the way in the middle 
of summer when it's 90 degrees? 

Who's gon feel nervous about saying they mess with 
me? Who gon disown me when it's somebody I'm beefing 
with? This is real life. That happens all the time, even 
when a ninja ain't dead. 

What is my wife or future wife gon do when I'm dead 
and gone? Am I going to die before or after my mom and 
dad? Even though I don't mess with the ninja, am I going 
to die before 21 like the statistics say? 

Am I going to heaven or hell when I'm dead? Do I know 
if I am or not? How many ninjas gon lie on my grave? How 
many ninjas gon be happy I'm gone? How is my little bra 
and sis gon react? Is my death gon be on the news on 
a daily basis? Will it affect anybody besides my family? 
How will I die? Where will it happen? 

When I die, will God tell me my purpose in life before 
he sends me away? Will I really be able to talk to people 
that are still alive? What if God isn't real? 

Why I Wrote This 

I wrote this 'cause I just lost my little cousin Tauvares 
last month on March 9th, and the life I'm living seems 
like I'm going in the same direction, and it's too late for 
me to turn around. I don't think I would if I could. This 
beef shhh don't get me excited like it used to. Now all it is 
is adrenaline. 

If a ninja tell you this life is fun, they're either lying or 
not really in deep. And to keep it real, I ain't in too deep, 
but I'm getting there 'cause my HI' cousin. 

When I was like less than 15 in here writing letters, 
by my name, I used to always put "the realest ninja" in 
it. I'ma let you decide, 'cause nothing I ever wrote in the 
Beat was a lie. 

I've been in this beef shhh for about six or seven 
years. I've been shot at, but never got hit. The last fight I 
lost was in middle school, and the ninja I had a fight with 
was from somewhere my block's cool with. I've been here 
more than a dozen times since I was teenager, and I'm 
Anna be 18 in July. But like half the boys in my family are 
in this beef shhh, and we all grew up together. 

But I'ma dipset up out this thang and give y'all some 
space. 

-Cam Dummy, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We wish we could think of something to say that would 
convince you that continuing to get deeper into the life that has led 
you here so many times is a foolish choice — and one that's within 
your hands to change. Nothing will bring your cousin back. All you 
can do is shatter someone else's family and make them (including the 
innocents among them) feel the pain you're feeling. Plus, it can only put 
you deeper into the cage you've found yourself in now too many times. 
Clearly, you have an excellent brain. Cam. We hope you use it to benefit 
your life, and, by so doing, to benefit the lives of others as well. 



I've been here more than a 
dozen times since I was 
teenager, and I'm finna be 
IQinTulif. 






Drought Season 



I wish I could go home and see my family with no 

doubts 

Being here makes you feel like the Carter with four 

times the drought 

But this is my fault 'cause I didn't want to switch up and 

change routes 

Instead I was always with my ninjas gettin' high and 

smoked out 

Gettin' so high I didn't know what my situation was 

really about 

So loaded that it numbed all my pain and anger 

Not realizing that I was puttin' myself in grave danger 

Not caring that my lil' sister would cry every night 

Shedding tears and hoping and praying' that I would 

change and do right 

But it's alright 'cause I'm doin' just fine in here 

Ninjas think I'm a sucka but I don't show no fear 

People talkin' shhh, waitin' for me to shed a tear 

But that ain't happening in here 

I'm just going to look up to my peers for the next year 

I wish I had my dad around but he's not even near 

My dad passed away when I was eight or nine years old 

If he was still around I would cherish him like a 

leprechaun that's stingy with his gold 

But he's gone and I'm in here on a different mode 

And I'm living to die and waitin' on the future to be told 

Counting my days and hoping I don't explode 

But I don't think I'm gonna do all that I got 

Self control and I and I ain't finished yet I'm still on a 

roll 

I know I'm going to graduate from college 'cause that's 

one of my main goals 

I don't know what I'm going to do up the road 

But I pray to god that I change and the devil don't take 

my soul 

I miss eating big bowls of frosted flakes with my sister 

And how I long to hear my grandma's sweet soft whisper 

I miss my lil' brother but he lives in a different state 

He's only fifteen and he's already pushin' weight 

I hope he changes and I pray to God that it's not too late 

I hope that God forgives me and don't close those iron 

gates 

But if he does I won't even hate 

If I was God I would've closed the gates 

'Cause there was too many times where I messed up and 

took the enemies bait 

But I thank God that it's Him and not someone else that 

chooses our fate. 

-Espo, Alameda 

From The Beat: You also have a big say in what your fate ends up 
being... because as long as you're here "on a different mode," you're 
choices decide what your future will hold. Tell us more about those 
goals you have, and how you're going to get yourself to college - where 
you belong! 
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Wishing This Was A Dream 

I wake up every mornin' hoping this is a dream 

But I'm really in Juvie readin' books and magazines 

I rather be on the outs eatin' rice and refried beans 

And before I got caught up I was always with 

My family working with them as a team 

I was my little sister's wings to fly 

But I stopped being there for her just to go and get high 

And I felt like I need to smoke five blunts to get by 

And my grandma knew I was getting loaded 

So there was no reason to lie 

I would try and walk past her but she would look 

straight in my eyes 

Then I would sense a disgusted look from her and then 

she would ask the question, why? 

And some of us know how that question feels 

When you're loaded and high 

But I can still comply with my grandma's love 

And I could never resist one of her sweet and caring hugs 

And I can't forget about my uncle high in the heavens above 

He's flying high in the sky and sittin' on dubbs 

I take that back I could picture him sitting on 4's 

With a box Chev and butterfly do' 

And I know he ain't stoppin' for no one he's got his 

pedal to the flo' 

I can't wait to be up there with my uncle 

But I want to watch my lil' sister grow 

So I'm gonna wait and be patient and make some dough 

-Espo, Alameda 

From The Beat: With a flow like this, you could definitely make that 
dough legit - word talent pays big money when you match it with a 
college degree: You could be a lawyer, a teacher, a newspaperman, a 
businessman. Big brains = big paychecks. 



It's Hard 



Well, it's hard to admit when we are wrong because some 
people do not want to go through the consciousness 
needed to admit they are wrong. 

Also you need to always pay the price when you are 
wrong. Either it is in jail, punishment from parents, 
school, or others. You always have to have some type 
of consequences. Sometimes we just don't want to tell 
the truth because it is on our conscience and we don't 
want to feel guilt, but it's good to tell the truth because 
when you lie you go through more consequences. When 
we have to lie to a friend that can result in the friendship 
breaking up, or arguments, and fights. 

One time I lied when I was in the 7th grade. I had 
ditched school to get high with my home girls, who live 
in the same apartment complex as me. When I decided to 
return home I forgot I did not have my key. So I hopped 
over my patio, so I could open the window. Though it was 
locked, I did not know that until I kept pushing up on 
it and it broke. I messed up my hand real bad, and went 
to my friend's house. They wanted to call the hospital, 
though I said no. Why? Because I don't want my mom to 
know it was me who broke the window. 

So when my mom got home I decided to lie and say 
somebody through a rock in the window. She believed 
me too. I admitted two years later that it was me and she 
was not mad. Even though I should of told her in the 
beginning, I probably would have gotten a whooping. 

-Karmeisha, Alameda 

From The Beat: Karmeisha, thanks for sharing this story — and for 
writing with such vivid detail! I'm sure a lot of us can relate. Its 
interesting what you say about guilt. Do you think people feel more 
guilty when they continue to lie about something, or when they finally 
stop lying the tell the truth? 



It Don't Stop 



This that Young Dunny, yup, yeah, Cam Dunny. 

Ninjas want the beef, but they ain't got no money. 
Yeah, the ninja sick 'cause his nose all runny 
Thought a ninja was sweet like milk and honey 
I don't mess with you ninjas. I ain't playing no more. Nah. 
But I just read that from The Beat, shhh, and y'all asked 
when will it end. It ain't gonna stop 'cause it's too many 
different reasons ninjas is beefln'. 

People might think it was dumb shhh, but sometimes 
it ain't. Sometimes it's 'cause a ninja is threatening you. 
Like me for instance. I ain't gon wait to see if he's telling 
the truth. Or it might be 'cause somebody died, snitching, 
or any other grimy-ass shhh that go on around the 'hood. 
Or a ninja just live that life of stealing beat and rims or 
robbin' people. 

A lot of ninjas nowadays just do shhh and don't 
realize what they got themselves into. Yeah, y'all probably 
right. This could be a game with no winners, but shhh, 
somebody gotta be on top. 

We was watching this hip-hop movie, and they asked 
people from the suburbs how they feel about rap. They 
really don't understand this life we live. Some people 
rap to intimidate people and some really do the shhh. 
We don't intend to glorify this street life, but if it's all we 
know, what are we supposed to write and talk about? 

They had this big ass controversy over that "Tripdrill" 
song, talking about ninjas degrading women. Shhh, they 
signed up for the shhh, and all it is is a blown out of 
proportion reality. Ninjas do the shhh 'cause ninjas wanna 
get people's attention. Why would somebody wanna watch 
a video about something they do every day? That's like 
filming your life and watching what happened at the end 
of the day. 

These people running the radio and music corporations 
make it too hard for people to get in, talking about nobody 
wanna rap about killing an shhh, and I don't like 50 Cent, 
but that's the only thing people was feeling, the shoot 
'em up bang bang music. That "roller coaster amusement 
park" shhh don't go. He needs to leave that to 112, J 
Holiday, or at least Plies. 

Ninjas wanna listen to something that we can relate 
to, and I can relate to my wife 'cause we just alike. We 
both get into hella shhh, but I keep switching the subject 
'cause I ain't trying to give too much info, but I'm Anna 
abort mission before it hits 1700 o'clock. 

-Cam Dunny, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We don't want to discuss the controversy over Tripdill 
because we don't think we'll resolve that one. But we do want to praise 
you for analyzing the difficult situation The Beat puts you in by asking 
you to write about what you know, but telling you at the same time that 
the way you're living is dangerous to your health and your freedom, 
and asking for something more positive. We wish we knew a simple 
answer for this problem. But, unless the government begins to treat its 
own citizens as it treats citizens in other countries (with lots of money 
and lots of jobs and lots of training) everything about change falls on 
your shoulders. You are the one who will be living the consequences for 
whatever choices you make. 



A lot of ninjas nowadays 
just do shhh and don't re- 
alize what they got them- 
selves into, 



Mexican Heroes! 



The facts I'm gonna run down for you will never make it 
inside the school grounds and into a classroom, unless 
the Board of Education starts allowing students to be at 
the truth about my raza. 

First of all, European Americans don't have heroes, 
unless you people think the Hulk, Captain America, 
Spiderman, Batman and Robin are real. Now a few of you 
might consider the armed forces heroes, but guess what? 
The majority of the armed forces are Latinos, Chicanos 
from the barrio! 

Before we got incorporated into "America" we were 
fighting Europeans that crossed a whole damn ocean (and 
yet they call us wet backs for trying to cross a 40 foot 
river to reach our stolen land!). Well anyways, we were 
fighting European who came over to our land and buried 
there filthy teeth into my ancestors civilization! 

My raza's heroes had heartbeats with hot blood 
running through their veins. They fought for the liberty 
of our lands, they put their life on the line for my gente. 
They fought and died honorably. My ancestors fought 
European Americans because they killed kids, raped 
women and stole land. 

Here are a few examples of real life heroes. Emiliana 
Zapato de Mexico: Fought for land reform and for the 
rights of the poor to correct the wrongs of society! Reies 
Lopez Tijerina de Mexico: Founded the Aliande Federal 
Mercedes in the 60's to search out the return of the lost, 
sold, and stolen land grants that once belonged to my 
Raza in parts of CA, Arizona, New Mexico, and Texas. 
Juan Gallo de Mexico: Led men into battle against the 
corrupt government of Mexico, after seeing her Father 
and other villagers hung for defending their land. Don 
Juan Cortina de Fejas: 1859-1875 he led Vaqueros to 
occupied Brownsville Tejas and claimed the republic of 
the Rio Grande while fighting Gavachos! (White people). 

And one of my personal favorites: Juaquin Murrieta- 
walked into his home cabin in California and found these 
white men raping his wife. Juaquin fought but was beaten 
until he couldn't move. He lived and took revenge. For 
many years he searched for those white men until he 
found and killed every single one of them. Each of those 
cowards died begging for mercy. Viva cinco de Mayo! Viva 
mi Raza! 

-Miguel, Alameda 

From The Beat: We love the pride and passion of this essay here - but 
you need to take that rage and put it into the positive, meaning: No 
violence against fellow Latinos, no matter what. Time to disaffiliate, 
young revolutionary! 



Last Piece Of Truth 



My whole life revolves around money murder and drugs, 

It's a storm on the streets and it's rainin' slugs 

Single mothers devoted to raisin' thugs 

Lil' ninjas rather hold a snub before they receive a hug 

Streets filled wit' envy and hate so it ain't no room for love 

And what the point in askin' help from the man above 

Ain't no askin' God for help 'cause in my hood Jesus 

don't come 

Shhh been hectic where I'm from 

-Fat Wayne, Alameda 

From The Beat: What a good piece. Not a happy piece, but the best kind 
of artistic reporting where you take an experience and let others feel 
the pulse of it too, no matter how grim and painful. You got rhymes, 
nice steady beats, and great images. Single mothers raisin' thugs, the 
desire to hold a snub before getting a hug, streets filled with envy and 
hate, and even the checked-out man above, "in my hood Jesus don't 
come." If this is where you're from, where do you wanna go? What kind 
of life do you want to build for yourself? 



Click. Click. Click. 



It's a beautiful day, I'm just hangin' 

Then my cell phone started ringin' 

Homeboy says, "What's up? Let's chill 

Four freaky girls wanna meet you" 

"For real?" 

"Yup, so come on through" 

"Cool. That's what I'm about to do." 

Hours later I get to his pad 
Looking dirty and feeling hella mad 

Homie says, "What's bad?" 

'Well, I was walking and I got stopped 

I was off my toes and I got dropped." 

"Who was it?" 

"It was an enemy from the 'hood" 

"Well, let's go see" 

So we get our toys and we're ready to ride 

Change our looks to unidentified 

Now we're looking for any opposite member 

Make him history his 'hood will always remember 

Now we're driving down their street 

Homeboy driver, me in the passenger seat 

We plan, "All right, this is how it's gonna go 

Tell 'em you're 'hood and tell them you're Cisco" 

"Ey, homie, look to your right" 

Damn that foo' is clean out of sight 

"Pull over homie " 

"All right" 

"Go and do what you gotta do" 

"Be careful Cisco with leaving any clue" 

For who? "The white boys in blue" 

"Oh all right, don't trip 

Just chill here and be ready to dip" 

Now I'm creeping, tiptoeing 

It's like I'm floating 

Floating with thin air 

Like my weight is less than hair 

I get close enough from behind 

Fear, nerves, anxiety is running through my mind 



I couldn't get my head to reality 
It was my screwed up mentality 
Inside my body I felt a snap 

It was a messing wrap 

He was twitching on the floor 

My eyes and mind couldn't take no more 

I took off wrong way running 

Left homeboy thinking I was coming 

My ears are ringing, it's hard for me to hear 

But cop sirens told me they were near 

My heart is pounding 

I can't breath it's like I'm drowning 

I'm tryna hit fence after fence 

But this getaway is too intense 

Too intense for my body so I stop to catch my breath 

My heartbeat is faster than some fool on meth 

Catching my breath I look up, what do I see 

From a helicopter that read S.J.P.D. 

"Drop your gun and put your hands in the air" 

Forget that! I took off like I didn't care 

Now I'm in a dead end and I stare 

Stare at over 20 pistols, and I said, "Shoot if you dare." 

A tear drops from my eye 

'Cause I knew I couldn't lie 

The DA will beat me in trial 

These punks won't hesitate to give me 25 with an L 

So should I just see the homies down in hell? 

So I pointed the gun to my head 

And then I said I'll rather be dead 

The trigger felt like it weighed 100 pounds 

I pulled the trigger then I heard the sound 

Click, click, click, and I woke up sweaty 

The click was my door staff. . . he said get ready. 

-Cisco, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Did you really dream this terrible nightmare, Cisco? Your 
description was so complete that you had our hearts beating fast and 
our hands sweating. If you're dreaming about killing someone, getting 
caught, and turning the gun on yourself, your brain is telling you 
something very important. In fact, it seems to us that you are fighting for 
your life, and you are fighting this fight with yourself. Listen carefully 
to what you're trying to tell yourself before this nightmare plays out in 
real life. 




Easier Life? 



Hey Beat! What's up how have you guys been? Me, I'm good 
in here just kicking back in here! I'm looking at 6-8 months 
or maybe more to a group home. 

Well about the Beat topic. I think our life is easier than 
our parents because we're in the United States. 

My mom was born in Mexico. She used to tell me how 
she would have to share a piece of bread with 7-8 of her 
sisters and brothers. She said she only finished 3rd grade. 
She only went to school to third grade because she had to 
go work in the fields just so she could support her family. 

Me, I don't need to work 'cause I barely became legal to 
work up here. 

She had to come to the United States and baby sit, 
work for a little wage. She got her citizenship and now she 
owns a tire shop. Well her's and my dad's. 

Me, I was born here and don't have to worry about 
anything. 

I think it's harder for them because the older we get the 
more things we see and want to do. Like gangs is one. 

A lot of parents suffer when they get a phone call at 3-4 
in the morning saying 'M'am, your son is dead. It was gang 



related." It's either a gun or knife related. That not only 
destroys a mother and a father but the family too. 

I know a song that says this and I believe it: "Mommas 
cry from pain. Homies cry when homies bleed." I think 
that's true because our moms do suffer when we're in 
gangs. They stress, thinking 'Hopefully my mijo [son] 
comes home tonight." 

I know I cry when homies die. One of my homeboys 
was shot and he was alive for 6 hours, then he died. I shed 
tears for that homeboy because we grew up together. I sit 
down and wonder why homie had to die. He was shot by a 
fool from the other side. 

Hopefully when I have kids it's easier for me and them. 
I don't want my future kids to be stressing out their mom. 
It hurts when you see your jefita [mamma] cry at night. 

Well that's all Beat. Till next. Much love and respect to 
the homeboys out there. 

- Victor, Santa Clara 

From the Beat: We have to ask, if leading this kind of life is so hard for 
those you love, why do you continue to do it? Seeing the pain it causes 
your mom should hopefully encourage you to keep yourself out of trouble. 
Also, what does it mean to you that your mom worked so hard for her and 
you to be here? Is it fair for you to put her through more suffering if she 
had to suffer to get you to this country? 



Too Much Pride 



Admitting we are wrong has been something that's hard 
to do for most citizens in our society. And in my opinion, 
I came to a conclusion that one big reason for this is 
because of too much pride. For me, letting go of my pride 
has been difficult to, but in order to go one with life, and 
not have the thought of knowing that I am wrong. I would 
have to let my pride down. 

In all reality, I can probably speak for all when I say 
letting pride down can be hard. But from my standpoint, 
I would rather admit I am wrong rather than carry the 
burden of being humiliated by the truth later on. 

-Richard, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: You are very insightful and mature, Richard. You hit 
this topic right on the mark — laying down pride is the key to admitting 
wrong and starting over. That last sentence is beautifully phrased and 
so true. Have there been times where you have been humiliated by the 
truth? 



Proud Papa 



I just found out today that I'm a dad. When the counselor 
first told me I was in my room reading a book and they 
said, "Norberte, congratulations you're a dad." I was the 
happiest man alive, but then I realized that I'm not gonna 
be able to touch or see my son for a couple of months. I 
went from happy to sad because it hurts me to know that 
I wasn't there to see him born and to hear him cry. It feels 
like this is a bad dream and I want to wake up from it but I 
can't. I want to see him so bad. He's the only thing I think 
about when I'm in my cell. Time goes by so slow now that 
he's born. 

-King Chino, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Congratulations on becoming a father! We're sorry you 
won't be able to see your baby for some time but in the meantime, you 
can think about all you want to do with your baby as well as what you 
want to teach him. What kind of person do you want your child to be? 
Whoever he becomes, we're sure he will know how much you love him! 



This War 



As I look at my soul 

I wonder why I survived this war 

That started a while back 

But now it's out of control 

Our children are dying 

Being shot down with heat 

And their mothers are crying 

When they're six feet deep 

And that's why I wonder why 

I'm still alive in this game 

So I'll shed a tear 

For those in vein 

So I'll take control of my destination 



With my frustration 
I'll take a look at my heat 
With a beat in mind 
So I'll let the bullets fly 
To torment their minds 
But now that he's lying 
Face down in the street 

It's my own mind 

That's been tormented 

With my beat 

I was always high 

In the time of war 

I was young and naive 

When I walked out the door 



I really didn't care 

What happened to me 

Because all I would think of 

Was becoming a 4 g' 

I was close to death 

Too many times 

So that ended up 

Tormenting my mind 

-Eightball, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: This is a very haunting poem, 
one that speaks to the violence and reality that 
many of you face on the streets. Thank you 
for sharing this with us but now we want you 
to think: why do things have to be like this? 
What can we do to change things? Do you want 
things to change or are you satisfied with the 
pain that this poem expresses? 
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My Conscience 

My conscious is weak 
If I lie, I can't hold it together for more that a week 

I been in here for a little over three weeks 
As soon as my mom came to see me, I spilled beans 

It was crazy and I can say I owe her that much 

For coming up here seeing me in purple and khakis 

It's a shame... this is my fifth time 

And I'm just now seeing the light 

I just got a new judge and he acknowledged my presence 

Even showed a smile, and I waved back and smiled 

Happy to be back in court for after such a long while 

He brightened up my spirit and gave me hope 

Made me think 

Maybe all judges ain't out to keep my brothers and 

sisters off the street 

And keep pumping up our fear of having to do life 

Or a long period of time behind some BS that ain't worth 

the time 

-Kirstin, San Francisco 

From The Beat: If you're looking for judges who have your best interest 
at heart, what do you think the judge is looking for in you? You say 
you're "just seeing the light" after five times here. Why? What's different 
about this time that will change the direction you've been walking? 
What's your plan when you leave here? 



- 



My Brother Hit Bottom 

My brother is one of the persons that going downhill, 
even though he makin' money and selling drugs. On top 
of that he got shot at hella times and got shot in the leg, 
face, stomach. 

My brother and I solid we all are. I love my brother 
and I don't want nothing to happen to him. But now he's 
in the pen doing four more months and he get out. Some 
dude cut my brother face with a razor and it got caught 
on camera. They tried to give my brother another charge. 
They offered him four months in the hole and he took it. 
He get out on his birthday in October. 

The good thing about it is that he got religious 
and that's good. But then again that's surprising to me 
because I never knew he would get religious. He was that 
type of person that get down. He still do but he slowing 
that down a little bit for the Lord. I love my big bra and 
I wish the best for him and my whole family. Like I said 
keep it 100% with your family and 50% with you potnas. 

-Magnificent, Alameda 

From The Beat: Its hard to see someone we love get so messed up. 
And even harder when you're locked up and can't really help out the 
way you'd like to. Is there anything you can do, even in the hall, that 
might help your brother stay out of trouble or comfort the rest of your 
family? 
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It's Hard To Admit Faults 






Wha's good with The Beat? This the Skip ninja live and 
direct outta this San Francisco county. I'm 'bout to drop 
some words of knowledge on people that can't accept that 
they are wrong, or the word "no," know what I'm talking 
'bout! 

Some people, I believe, were brought up spoiled by 
their parents, so all they know is the word "yes." So 
when something goes wrong, they expect for someone 
else to take the blame. I know from personal experience, 
for example, the reason I'm in here. I ain't gonna get a 
major detail, but to this day I don't admit that I was wrong 
because I felt I was right. 

I've held on to my pride because ain't nobody out 
there for me. Them sucka-ass PDs, public pretenders, 
ain't gone admit what's right because they don't know. 

-Lil 1 Skippa, San Francisco 

From The Beat: You may be right that some people won't take 
responsibility for their actions because they're spoiled, but the problem 
seems a lot bigger than that. It seems to us that almost everybody, from 
the President on down. But at the same time, you also find a way to say 
you aren't responsible for being here, so how is that different? 



Thughts 



\ 



Maybe crying or tearing isn't just for girls. 

I've seen my sister cry, 

I've seen my mom cry, 

and I've seen my girlfriend cry. 

I thought that those things were all just for girls. 

No, I was wrong. 

I used to think the real definition of a man or boy 

or guy whatever you want to call it was to never cry. I'm 

now locked up. 

I do cry tears when I think of my mom, 

my sister, and my girl friend. 

Then I thought I was the only guy that cried tears, again 

I was wrong. 

Others in my unit have told me they've too. 

I never thought I would miss someone 

that's not my family before. 

I miss my girlfriend so much. 

The first day I came in, I thought about her, 

about what she knows about where I'm at, 

about what am I going to do when I get out 

and see her. I regret ignoring her for a stupid reason. 

That's the last thing that happened between us. 

I regret it. I was wrong baby. 

Sorry Jarleen baby I miss you. 

-Randy, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: It takes a lot courage and honesty to admit that you cry. 
Of course, we all cry. We are all made of feelings within ourselves that 
make us shed tears. Its normal. Others cry more than others. Imagine 
this, you cry because you are away from those you love. What about 
them? They might feel the same way. The time is now to make those 
who shed tears for you proud! 



Another Day In Juvenile 

What's good with it Beat? This yo' boy Kick R doin 
another day in juvenile, man. Same stuff every day — 
wake up, eat three meals and have to go to school and to 
rec. I been doing this for a while now. 

Well, I'm tired of this. I'ma change my life around when 
I leave by start going to school and start doing programs 
that can keep me busy to stay out of the streets. 

-Kick R, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We hope you can remember just how tired you are of 
all this, so that when you get out of here you won't be tempted by all 
the things that brought you here to begin with. Its easy to forget when 
you're free, so don't disappoint yourself. 
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To The Editor 
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My ninja, you talk hella shhh straight up. I ain't feeling 
that 'cause you're on some other shhh, but you need to 
act your age. All that slave shhhh! Call me what you want 
— broke, snitch or a hater — but shhh, if you think about 
it you're a slave too. 

Regardless of that lil' change, you get I'm livin' my life 
the best way I can, you feel me? 

But like I said, you take your editing job too far. If I 
put my alias as something it should be published 'cause 
that's what I go by. I don't mean no disrespect, but I ain't 
feeling how you be getting at people. 

We locked up and don't need all that bullshhh. And I 
didn't incriminate shhh, I just keep it all the way real. You 
talking about "we" cut out. All your co-staff was feeling 
it. You don't live this life, that's why you take shhh the 
wrong way. I been in here long enough to know what can 
and can't go in The Beat, so umm, I'm out. 

-Young Dunny, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We take your complaints seriously, and, in fact, think 
you're partly right. It is hard to read these pieces and see how many of 
our writers dedicate themselves to more of the same (including more 
lock-up), without sometimes getting angry and letting it out in these 
comments. Furthermore, we think your observation that we all may be 
slaves is an excellent one, though we would like to see you write more 
on that opinion. But here's the deal. We can't let some words in, no 
matter how much you want them there (which is why the last line is 
gone again). Plus, we have to always be aware that we're guests, not 
part of the system, and if you think that makes no difference, then 
you don't understand our history where we've been totally banned by 
some counties and severely limited in what we can publish in others. 
So, we apologize for when we're too harsh, and hope you can roll with 
the punches. 









My Bottom With Drugs 




Hitting bottom can be many different things. 
For me, it was when I blew off my family to do drugs. 
Sniffing coke for days, having no respect for myself or 
no one else. 
Getting my high was number one, even if I had a drug test. 
I used drugs without regret, even when I got locked-up. 
I think about drugs and its lifestyle. 
So to me, I've hit bottom- 
No regard for people. 

-Jonathan, Land Of Enchantment 

From The Beat: It takes courage to admit your inadequacies, but you're 
the sole captain of your ship. You've chosen to be selfish and can end 
up alone. We suggest you man-up and make appropriate decisions that 
will enhance your future, not diminish it. 



My Eye Opener 



An eye opener for me is being in here locked up in this 
detention center. 

Since I've been in here It's been a real eye opener for 
me. I realize stuff that I've never really realized before. I 
started to realize the littlest things in life like getting up 
and going to the refrigerator, or even just walking into 
another room with out asking. I can't even get and go tell 
my brother and sister I love them any more. 

Since I've been in here it's bee a real eye opener for 
me. I realize me being in here effects more people then 
just me. It affects my family, my girl, and a bunch of other 
people that really care about me. 

What I need to do to get out of here is change my ways, 
I've got to change the way I think and react to things, so 
me being in here is my eye opener. 

- Tim, Land Of Enchantment 

From The Beat: It's amazing what a person misses when its taken away 
from them. You are right; it's not the big thing's that are missed, but the 
little things. All you can do is your best to change your ways, and while 
you are making this change ask for help from people who care. It makes 
the change much easer. 
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Not Worried About Consequences 

Yo. What's up with The Beat? Y'all know who this is, 
this that young ninja Drew coming at ya live. But I'ma 
tell ya what the hell is really going on in this hole. Many 
come up in here and get out, but in here this shhh is easy 
so many people come back. I can say that 'cause this is 
my tenth time up in here and I been here for four months 
now. 

I been to this unit and max and I seen hella people 
that left the unit come back. I think people keep coming 
back because this shhh ain't that hard, and people 
ain't worried about it. Out here in this city shhh goes 
down and that's cause people don't be worried about the 
consequences. In San Francisco people who are likely to 
get arrested are blacks and Latins. I think that's because 
we don't worry about this shhh because we don't give a 
damn. 

-Drew, San Francisco 

From The Beat: So, you think if they made the hall harder, more people 
would stay away? If you've been here ten times already, what will 
it take for you to decide you want something different in your life 
(meaning you want to act in a different way so you can experience 
new consequences)? Why do you think so many young people seem so 
unconcerned about their futures? Are you concerned about yours? 



We All We Got 



Young Dunny on here, reportin' for action. What's good? 
This the one and only Cam Dunny 'bout this statement, 
"We all we got." 

It's cool, but at the same time, the ninjas that say it 
also got a few lies up they sleeve. But why do ninjas come 
to juvenile and start lying 'bout what they do out there 
and what they gonna do? What I tell them is it sound 
good. 

I'm in here getting deeper in the game and higher in 
the ranks, but when you put it together, it means I ain't 
going nowhere. And I said it weeks ago, ain't nobody 
taking me off this earth. I'm too smart to get played like 
a dummy. And check this out, I love all you hatas with a 
passion, I'm going back to how I used to be 'cause ninjas 
keep testin' shhh. 

-Cam Dunny, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We wish you'd told us a little more abOut that cliche, "We 
all we got." But at the same time, we don't understand what you did 
write. If your truly getting deeper into the game which means you "ain't 
going nowhere," then why continue down the same road? If the choices 
you've made aren't taking you to where you want to go, isn't it time to 
look at some other choices? Yes, you're smart. That's obvious and that's 
mportant. But, believe us, it isn't enough to keep you safe. There have 
to be some smart choices that go along with those brains. 



, 



Is fur Lite Easier Or Harder 



I think our life is 50/50. It's lightweight easier for us 
because more technology and things have changed. 

Back then was way more stricter. More racism and 
segregation. And now kids can use a computer and text 
on their cell phones. But back then it wasn't none of that 
- just a big black box with an antenna that couldn't fit in 
your pocket and they called it a cell phone. 

Also, we know more about diseases, and help with 
pregnancy. Back then you were kinda stuck. 

Also, I remember hearing how the teachers would put 
hands on the students and the counselors were able to 
beat up the minors. Well, we are all out of time, so I gotta 

go. 

-Shatel, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Change is one of the few facts of life. But not all change 
is good. Look carefully at 'new' things. Ask questions. Make sure you 
don't replace the old with the new just because its new. You can ask us 
for examples, if you'd like, and we'll share our opinions. 






Angel 



\ 



Forever His 

"To The Beat, to the tweaked out Beat.. 

I saw my vato hit bottom the night he got shot. I didn't 
see with my own eyes, but I heard it only 10 feet away. It 
still makes my hand shake and my heart drop knowin' 
that he was hit. I never left his side and I never snitched. 
I was his angel and still am. I would be by his side and I 
saw the frustration in his face, and it ate my heart out. All 
I wanted was for him to heal, get well. 

How can you watch somebody you love hurtin? My 
mom would get mad at me because I would spend so 
much time at his house. She would tell me, "You ain't his 
wife, why you takin' care of him?" I thought, "How could 
you be so cruel? I may not be his wife, but I'm his lover 
and friend and that's what friends are for." 

He just recently got out of surgery again, and I couldn't 
be with him because I'm in here. It hurts and makes me 
hella mad! I wish I could be there with him and take care 
of him. I think of him every day and know he's thinking 
of me too. This really opened my eyes. This shhh ain't no 
game. 

-Angel B, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We're interested to hear more about how this experience 
has opened your eyes. What does that mean, exactly? Are you suggesting 
that there will be changes in your life when you leave here? We hope 
so, because if you really want to take care of this man you love (or 
anyone else, for that matter), you first have to take care of yourself. If 
you are not free, then you can't take care of anyone. Get your priorities 
in order. 



Hitting The Bottom! 



Why do you have to get into a cell to realize you hit the 
bottom? Well, that's what happen in this situation. Too 
many drugs, too many late nights, and not enough self 
control. 

Probation took over and changed my whole life. 
Until now, I have opened my eyes too, and realized this 
probation shhh ain't no joke. If you continue to do the 
things that's against your probation, your PO and the 
judge ain't gonna keep letting that shhh slide. 

When my time is over in YGC, I'm going to stop all the 
drugs because I don't want to be back in here. My case 
manager told me, "If you continue to violate, you're going 
to regret it when you're in that cell thinking to yourself, 
'Damn, why didn't I stop?'" 

-Tae G, San Francisco 

From The Beat: So now; when you're in your cell asking yourself, "Damn, 
why didn't I stop?" what answers do you get back? Since you can't undo 
the past, what are you intentions for the future? What will you do — or 
stop doing — so that this is your last trip back to the hall? 
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Admitting We're Wrong 
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It is so hard to admit mistakes. That when you do it you 
don't want to get in trouble, and if you are admitting your 
mistakes, you will have to serve the consequences. The 
truth will not set you free. 

People jump to defend themselves because they don't 
want to get punked by anyone. People always want to test 
someone in school. 

And with your parents, you get in trouble by stuff that 
you didn't do, and they still accuse you. The problems 
that they go through, they want your problems to be as 
stressful as theirs, even no matter what goes on in life. 

-Randy, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We can understand why you wouldn't want to admit you 
did something when there are legal consequences involved. But what 
about just when it's a friend or a girl that you can't own up to your 
actions? Why are we so afraid to say we did the things we did? Have 
you ever had to admit to something that, at first, you denied? What 
was that like? 
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Not Living, But Dying, Day Dy Day 

Have you ever noticed that life is just between life and 
death? There a lot of people just living day by day. Well, 
tell you the truth, people are in this gang banging life and 
people are losing their life day by day. People don't think 
of what their parents are doing every night, just praying 
to god for their kids to see another day. 

A lot of people don't think about that. A lot of kids 
just want to get high and get drunk and forget about their 
parents. People don't think about their parents, they just 
ask to see death. But parents ask why they are dead. But 
tell you the truth, there is a reason for everything. 

Until next time. Late. 

-Grimy, San Francisco 

From The Beat: What about you. Grimy? Are you thinking past your own 
desires to your mother and what she wants for you? Will you future be 
different from your past? How? What's your plan? 











A Hurting Situation 



X 



Hitting bottom. Some people hit the bottom when they 
get AIDS or when they go to jail and be facing a lot of 
time. But I think it shouldn't take that. 

You should already know to do so and get it together 
for they wont' hit bottom. 'Cause when you hit bottom, 
you ain't go want to be in that predicament 'cause it ain't 
good. I been in that situation before, and it's a hurting 
situation. 

-Lil' Cali, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We hope it won't take something as serious as AIDS or 
more jail time for you to get it together. What's would help you most to 
stay out of here? Don't wait before its much harder to make the changes 
you need to make. Make them now! 



Feelings 



I believe the reason I have the feelings I do is because 
I had no father figure in my life at all, and I had to rely 
on my mother. But she was never there because she was 
working, trying to take care of 5 kids working as a nurse, 
still going to school, but I start messin' up badly 

Feelings 

I feel nothin' for nobody anymore because my brotha left 
me, my moms is in Florida and the rest of my family could 
care less about what I do, 'cause long as I'm out their way 
or if I'm with them I gotta be a lil' kid when I'm 18 years 
old. So let me grow up and act like it 

Feelings 

Screw being sentimental, carin' and any of that stuff 
'cause the nice guy always finish last! So I just stay to 
myself and just try to ignore the dumb ninjas that don't 
go home and that's been here for months and should be 
ready to go home soon enough 

Feelings 

Sittin' here feelin' like runnin' every day but I keep myself 
planted to this camp like a redwood tree and all the bull 
they talkin' don't come to my knee 'cause I'm like a 
linebacker so don't run it by me 'cause my feelings don't 
run plus my skin is thick and my blood is froze look in 
the area above my nose you might see what I do 
And that's why I don't have feelings 

-Lil' Solid, Alameda 

From The Beat: You say you don't have feelings, but we know you do: 
Love hate anger and courage all run through you/they make it down 
from your heart to the page, whether you're brimming with love or 
boiling with rage. Don't give up on them they're how you stay strong, 
how you help keep track of right from wrong! 



lilo And Stitch 



\ 



Young Cam in the building. Every couple of weeks I write 
about me and the wife beefin', but the reason is 'cause 
I'm locked up and they trying to play me on that other 
shhh. But real talk, we're really close as shhh. I knew her 
for about seven years and ain't never treated her wrong. 

I'm going through hella shit right now, like ninjas 
talkin' 'bout they wanna kill me. And this beef shhh is 
getting hectic. But on some real shhh, I been hearing 
this shhh my whole life and I'm still here. I ain't 
underestimating shhh, but at the same time, 99% of these 
fake ninjas ain't true. 

But the crazy part about our relationship is that we've 
been through hella shhh together. We know that same 
people, but it's a few people she's related to and we've 
been beefing for years. 

But back to the topic at hand, we in this shhh together 
and she's really ready to hold a ninja down no matter 
where they send a ninja. Right now they pushing hard 
lines to charge me as an adult and I'm doing everything 
I can to keep my feet on the ground. I'm getting hella 
letters of recommendation and doing what I gotta do, but 
the wife understands what I'm going through. 

The only thing is these lil'-ass arguments and the last 
one I didn't talk to her till like a week and a half later, 
and when I called everything was still the same. But she 
keeps it real with a ninja. If I wouldn't have known her 
for hella long, the outcome would have been different. I 
saved her life once, and she saved mine, and now it's like 
we're stuck together forever. She's Lilo and I'm Stitch, 
'cause I'm a beast. 

-Cam F Dunny, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Well, you may be a beast, but you're a beast in a zoo, 
all caged up and depending on your keepers to feed you. Relationships 
are hard enough to maintain when the two of you are together. When 
you're apart from each other for so long, it's almost impossible to keep a 
relationship strong. So, your job is to figure out a way to stay free (once 
you get out of this situation) so that the two of you can work out your 
problems together. 



Learning Tn Trust Myself 
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My first time in jail it was a joke to me. I knew I wasn't 
going to change, but I made hella promises I knew I wasn't 
gonna keep. And now that I'm back again, no one has 
trust in me. And this time I really do want to change. Now 
I have to learn how to have trust in myself. 

-Apple, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We're sorry you didn't take it seriously before you ended 
up coming back. But now that you have come back, if you've decided to 
make the changes you promised you would make before, then something 
good will come out of this. 



ng 



Admitting We're Wrong 



It's hard for people to admit that they are wrong because 
they are trying not to let their conscience get to them. 
When people bring it back up, they feel bad, so they get 
defensive about it. 

People think that if they defend themselves that it 
won't seem like they did it. Other people think if they 
admit it, it won't seem gangsta or sick enough. So people 
don't admit shhh because they know they can't justify 
their reasons. 

-G-Thang Baby 

From The Beat: This is an interesting piece. It seems like you've done 
some thinking about it, and come up with some unique perspectives. If 
people won't admit their wrong because they can't face their conscience, 
does that mean they can convince themselves that the lie is true? What 
was the hardest thing you ever had to admit to? Who did you have to 
tell? What happened? 
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Hard To Admit Wrong 



I don't know why it's so hard for me to admit to things 
that I do are wrong, sometimes it's hard because I'm not 
use to admitting things that I do, like one time I was 
cheating on my girl and she found out and she came to 
me telling me what the hell, why am I cheating on her and 
I told her that I wasn't, then later she found me with that 
girl that I was cheating on her with and she left me. 

Well Beat these are things that I don't admit to. That's 
all for now, see ya. 

-Jose, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Wow, it doesn't sound like this one had a happy ending! 
This is a perfect example of how lying and not admitting to something 
really made it much worse in the end. Why did you lie to her when you 
knew that you would keep on cheating on her? Do you think you should 
have admitted to her what happened in the first place? 



loing The Right Thing 
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Do the right thing cuz if you don't you going to go to jail 
and you don't want to go to jail. 

You can get a lot of money without being on the 
corner risking your life and your mom getting hurt, you 
can get a job and help your mom and not her worrying 
about you. Do the right thing and have your little brother 
see someone that he can look up to and be proud of. 

If you do the wrong thing, you will go to jail and your 
little brother will go to jail too 'cause he has no one to 
look up to but his big brother and he's in jail, so he's 
going to follow your footsteps. 

I telling you this 'cause I did the same thing in my life 
and I don't want it to happen to you. 

-Lil" J-Tuda 

From The Beat: Each week you step up more and more as a writer and 
reader in the workshops. Every piece you deliver has a lesson that is 
important for all of us to read. You show tremendous courage in sharing 
a part of your life in your writing too. Keep searching, you are so close 
to seeing a better way to live, if you haven't by now. 



To My Grandma 



This is my plan to get out of the hall and show you that 

I understand 

And I know it ain't easy tryna raise my sister and a 

young intelligent man 

And you know this gets harder every day 

But keep in mind that I'm your Number 1 fan 

You don't have to hold my hand, no more 'cause I made 

it to the hall of fame 
And I watched people make different kinds of mistakes 

and I peeped the game. 
I hope I get out of here and do the right thing, instead of 

acting all wild and goin' insane 
You know I'm going to make it in life even though I have 

a lot of hurt and pain 

And I'm gonna go to college and get into poetry and start 

spittin' like Lil' Wayne. 

And when I get out I'm gonna start thinkin' like I got 

three brains 

And I'm goin' to stop selling weed so I won't be the one 

to blame. 
I'm going to do good things Grandma, I put that on my 

daddy's name. 
I'm going to take away all the pain and remove all the 

stains 

And turn the rain into sunshine... and I promise that 

things are gonna change. 

-Espo, Alameda 

From The Beat: Keep this poem, and keep reading it, keep it with you 
all that time, to remind yourself of the best in you, and what you can 




LI 



RIP Ben 
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I can't express the way I felt when my uncle Ben died 

I wept and cried everyday 'cause I didn't get a chance to 

say goodbye 

But 'till this day I'll strive and when it comes down to 

fear 

I'll never hide. I'll walk past my enemies with my head 

Held high... and when it comes to my family I'll never 

Rely on anyone else but me, myself, and I 
And when he passed away it felt like someone socked 

me in 

The eye and stabbed me in the throat and when I was a 

young teen he gave 

Me my 1st pack of 'ports... at that time I was just 

Learning how to smoke... I remember the first time 

I got high with my uncle, I felt like the Incredible Hulk 

The reason for that was because it was laced with a 

whole lot of coke... 

I did my first drive-by with my uncle in a mini van 

My uncle wasn't a bad man he was an OG doin' what he 

can. 

But everything got ugly when the shhh hit the fan 

I know my Uncle Ben up there 'cause I believe there's a 

heaven for a "G" 

He finished the race strong and now he's free. 

RIP Benjamin Jr. 

-Espo, Alameda 

From The Beat: Your uncle must have loved you very much, but it seem 
like he was also lost in a lifestyle of death and destruction. What was 
he doing giving a fourteen year old boy cocaine laced weed!? Do you 
think you could learn from his mistakes and go a different way? 
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Changin' 

I think it's time for a change for everybody that's locked 
up, whatever you did or didn't do that got you locked. We 
too selfish, not realizing that we not hurting ourselves 
we hurtin' the people that cares for you. Fo' real, doing 
shady things can always be a second alternative. You 
need to try something different. You just might like it, yo, 
like fo' real. 

Man, I never thought I could change, but I promise 
myself that I never put my family through this again. It 
hurt for my moms see me like on the one, you feel. Just 
think about who you know that been through the life we 
been through and lived happily ever after. Think about it. 
This for all y'all that's curious bet! 

-Bb 

From The Beat: If you never thought you would change, but now you are 
down for making that change, what happened to make your thinking 
different? Can you give us some specific actions you plan to take that 
will be new for you, or some specific things you plan to stop doing that 
will keep you free? 
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RIP To My Auntie 

Auntie I missing you like crazy 

Some nights I cry myself to sleep 

Because I be thinking bout you 

Its not one day that goes by 

That I don't think about you 

But to keep it real I wont 

Get no kiss from a snaggle tooth 

Beautiful lady ...I know that you're 

Up there watchin' me saying every 

Things OK love you with all my 

Hart Love you nephew JJ!!! 

-Lil' Miami, Alameda 

From The Beat: It was so powerful to hear you read this piece to the 
unit. As much as you are feeling the pain for her loss, your love will 
outlast the pain, and that love will keep you strong. 
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Police Brutality 



Wha's up with The Beat. It Grimy. I'm going to talk about 
police brutality. 

I hate cops. They always think they could boss 
everybody around because they got a badge and a gun. I 
don't give a damn about them. But what I do care about 
is us young people are getting harassed just because of 
the color of our skin and the way we dress. Just because 
we either Hispanic or black. And when they stop us, thee 
instantly search us just to see what we got. Don't even 
ask questions. 

When I was little, I seen cops come to my house and 
beat up my uncle just because he didn't let them search 
him. I have experienced a situation that cops started to 
beat my ass just because I started running after I beat 
somebody else ass. When they caught me, they started 
hitting me with their batons, saying I was resisting arrest. 
Ain't that shady? But it's life. Cops could do what the hell 
they want to do. Until next time late. 

-Grimy, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We wish that you were telling lies, but we've had enough 
experience ourselves to know that what you describe happens much 
too often. This happens in every big city in America (just yesterday, 
the news showed cops in Philadelphia kicking and beating three young 
black men they pulled over and were already lying on their stomachs 
on the ground). Would it make a difference, do you think, if the police 
were required to live in the areas they police? If people knew each other 
and their families by name, maybe both sides would show more respect 
for each other. (We'll deal with why you were beating someone's ass at 
a later time...) 



Dad Hit Bottom 



Hard To Be Wrong 



Q-vale Beat. It's that vato Lil' Man writing once again. 
Pues, I haven't hit rock bottom but I know someone 
close to me hit rock bottom. Well this same one is my 
jefito (father). And it's so messed up seeing him like that. 
'Specially while I'm in here. The reason is well is the 
drugs that got a hold of him. And he lost everything. My 
mom, his kids, his house and his cars. That's a screwed 
up thing, but to him he hasn't realized it. 

-Lil' Man, Santa Clara 

From the Beat: It must have been very hard growing up with a father 
who has been taken over by drugs. It seems like although he has not 
seen what drugs have cost him, you have. Have you learned from your 
father's mistakes? Take something negative and turn it into a positive 
Lil' Man. 



I hate to be wrong because it make you feel like damn 
that person just made me feel stupid, and I just have this 
ego and pride, and then you want to get mad because you 
was wrong, and the next person who right just correct 
you, and now you want to fight or mess with that person 
until you feel "even," or you want to throw something in 
their face. 

But if I'm wrong I can tell the person who corrected 
me, "I was wrong and you was right." That's how you can 
be a better man by admitting that you wrong. That's a big 
step of growing up in life. So you have to control that ego 
and pride because that can mess you up in the long run. 

-Scooby, Alameda 

From The Beat: Wow, have you been sneaking a look inside our heads 
lately? You describe so well how we can feel too sometimes in this 
situation. Oh, it sucks to be wrong and have all those feelings flood 
through you. But you're also right how important it is to control our 
egos and pride and just calm down and realize, "Maybe this isn't as big 
of a deal as my pride wants me to think it is, maybe it's okay not to 
be right all the time." Whew. It takes work, but once you start getting 
it down, it does get easier and easer. And it keeps you out of a whole 
lotta trouble. So how do you calm down all those feelings and control 
your pride? 
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Why Don't People Understand Me! 

When ever I try to tell someone about me, and what I 
been through, they don't understand. For example by 
best friend Precious, she's 16 but anyway she lives in a 
foster home in Oakland and I grew up with her each time 
I told her my problems and what I was going through she 
just didn't understand me. 

I mean I figured if she been in group homes and foster 
homes, she would understand what I was going through. 
I mean she didn't have no mom or father figure. Neither 
did I. But I had my grandparents and I lived with them 
all my life, until I got 13 years old then I was acting a 
ass, thinking I knew everything not wanting to listen to 
nobody but myself. 

So I started running away from home. Hanged out 
with my friends and went to house parties smokes hella 
weed, dranked and just did some stupid stuff. But I was 
really young when I started all of this, I mean I lost my 
virginity when I was 12 and didn't start running until I 
was 13 years old. 

If I would have just stayed home I would still be a 
virgin right now, I would have never seen the doors of 
Juvenile Hall. Because I was a good girl growing up I made 
straight A's and B's and for each A I got twenty dollars and 
for each B I got I got ten dollars. I regret leaving home, 
now that I think about it. I mean my grandparents buy me 
everything I want but I just don't be satisfied unless I am 
hanging out with my friends. 

I wasn't the type of girl who always has something to 
say, I was quiet. But now ever since I've been hanging out 
with my friends I've changed, and I always have something 
to say and sometimes my mouth gets me into trouble. 
But when I was at home I went with my grandparents I 
went with my grandparents traveling all around the world 
like: Mexico, Hawaii, Aruba, Lake Tahoe, Las Vegas, 
Reno, Texas, Disneyland, Florida, Atlanta, LA, Miami, 
Washington, Spain, Jamaica, the Bahamas, on a cruise 
ship ...I've been everywhere. 

And my grandmother just bought me a California 
king sized bed with a big screen TV in my room with a 
beautiful dresser with a big mirror and even though they 
are very protective of me I miss being at home hopefully 
one day I'll be able to go back home and be with my family 
all over again. The end. 

-Ericka, Alameda 

From The Beat: Why do you think it was so important to you to be with 
your so-called friends? It seems like some of them weren't really looking 
out for you at all. Do you have positive friends out there who would 
support your journey back to the good girl who is the real you? 
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I'm admitting I'm wrong because when I used to be in 
the outs, I was doing too many shhh with my homies. I 
remember when my dad and my family used to tell me 
that I was wrong, but I didn't admit it. So when I got 
caught and started going to church here in juvie, my life 
changed. 

I wanna be someone in life and stay out of trouble and 
be with my family. And I want another chance and be with 
my girl. It's life that make you change... Peace. 

-Edgar, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Sometimes life makes people change and sometimes 
it doesn't. If you've had enough of this kind of life — fighting with 
enemies who speak the same language you speak, answering to a bunch 
of strangers in juvenile hall who don't love you, being away from your 
family and your girl — then it's up to you to make the changes you say 
you're going to make. Don't disappoint your family, and don't disappoint 
yourself. 
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Why? 



Why is it that today's society so jacked up? Is it that 
this was man-made from the beginning? Or maybe this 
came about by the trials and tribulations life throws at 
us. Why do I find myself being the naive chick that is so 
common to believe him or her every time they say, "Baby, 
I love you?" 

Why is our community based on weed, drank or the 
term that we use today, that "white girl?" Do we really 
know what lies ahead of us, or are we willing to dwell on 
the BS that lies behind us? 

Why do we believe in Lucifer, but turn away Jehovah? 
Backwardness can be our downfall, but it's up to you to 
ask that number one question. Take a guess or realize 
what you say, because the only thing that comes out of 
mouth when you're confused is "Why?" 

Why did I write this poem? Was it because I think I 
know it all, or am I being a minister in many different 
ways? When you read it, ask yourself them same 
question... Why? 

-Jelly, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Your questions are good ones, but we're not interested 
in putting them to others. We're interested in your own answers to your 
own questions. Why are you handing over your freedom to a system 
that can't care about you as much as you must care about yourself? Why 
are you doing the things that will harm your future? 



A Summer For Me 
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This summer is my attempt. I will attempt. I will believe. 

I'm a success. I'm my successor. 

I will protest this to myself as well as to all my peers 

around me. 
I am a difference. See, I am no longer of this negativity. 

I've enhanced myself to nothing. See: me. 
It's been sometime since my eyes have smiled with me. 

Since enjoying my youth as youth, 

instead out there trying to be something-someone I am not, 

a thing that is not of me. 

If I could, believe I would, instead me trying to be. 

This is me being blunt to you; or telling truth to me. 

This summer I do, I cannot attempt. 

I chose myself happy, I do this willingly. 

No anger, no urge, no needs. 

I will work and help all of whom I please. 

I will mature this summer, but only into me: 

This summer it is God's will, you see, 

to help me make Erica happy. 

This summer. My summer. This summer is for me. 

-Erica, Alameda 

From The Beat: Erica, thank you for submitting this thoughtful and 
interesting poem to the Beat! It sounds like a lot will happen over 
these next few months... In the end, what do you think will make Erica 
happy? 



My Mom Hit Bottom 



My mom was heavily on crack for about twelve or thirteen years... She used to smoke right in front of me and my 
brother and I used to get buzzed off of it. My grandmother and my mom got into it one day and my mom left right after the 
argument. She left me and my brother with my grandma and told her to send us to our dad's... 

My mom went to jail a few years later, got out and I don't know whether it was jail that made her change her ways or 
something else, but she got it together now. She's been two years sober and she's trying to get back on track. 

I remember my mom told me one day: " D, I know I haven't been a good mother to you and your brothers, but I'm 
trying to make up-for it." And since that day, she's been there for me anytime I needed her. Anytime I ask her for anything 
whether it's money or whatever she'll give it to me. 

-D, Alameda 

From The Beat: Sounds like things were pretty bad when you were a kid. Its rough having a mom who doesn't have it together, smoking crack in front 
of you and stuff. At the same time, what a blessing that your grandma was around and that your mom is back on track now, trying to step up in 
ways she didn't before. Do you think the way to "be there" for someone is to give them anything they want (money for instance)? Or do you think it's 



Just Me 



Just me, 

just the person that I always wanted to be. 

Ain't no boy in this world that could ever complete me 

Just loving myself is setting me free. 

I open my own doors to my adventures, 

to my own community. 

My mind and soul float like I'm beneath the deep blue sea. 

Just me, just the person that I always wanted to be. 
I open my mind for change, I need to be different to grow, 

not the same. I open my heart for pain. 

This will let me see that I am ready to be the new me. 

I am ready to complete who I was sent to earth to be. 

Just me, just the person that I always wanted to be. 

I don't care what you see me as 

Or what you think of me. I'm my own person. 

The only person that knows me is me. 

You can judge me my color. By my hair, Or what I wear. 

But beneath my mask 

there is part of me that you will never get to see. Just me. 

I am that person that I always wanted to be. 

JUST ME...!!! 

-Brianna, Alameda 

From The Beat: We are glad to hear that you are focusing on you — your 
goals and dreams and adventures. Becoming the person you always 
wanted to be. Remember this poem when you get back out there into 
the world — don't forget about your focus 



Open Your Eyes 
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Open your eyes and see that you have a major talent, 
and that you could go to college and succeed with that 
talent. 

Open your eyes and see that anybody will try to get what 
you have, when you are making a lot of money and have 
a lot of things. 

Open your eyes and see that the world you live in is 
dangerous, and that you would do anything to protect 
yourself and your family. 

Open your eyes and see that you need to survive and it is 
a cold world. 

Open your eyes and see that you have a choice of being in 
and out of jail and living a good life. 

Open your eyes and see that you need to love and cherish 
your kids and be a good role model. 

-Isaiah, Alameda 

From The Beat: Your eyes open? What must you do to get a high school 
diploma and into college? What must you do to get off probation? What 
must you do to avoid the negativity in the hood? Tell us. 
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What's Going To Happen Next? 

When you first come in here the day seem to fly by, 

the closer it gets to your court dates time stands still and 

the days seem to get longer. 

Your public defender is never on time because he 
really doesn't care, and your probation officer has so 
many cases she really doesn't care where she places 
you. 

I want to go home. I want to be with my family. I have 
goals that I can achieve if I get sent home because I know 
if they send me to a group home I'll run. 

I go to court tomorrow and see if I'll go home. If not 
I'll be back here sooner or later. This shhh is tiring and 
girls be in here going crazy. They need to calm down 
because they ain't gonna get out any sooner. 

-Lizzie 

From The Beat: Lizzie, you are such a smart young woman that it pains 
us to hear you talking about coming back in the hall! Even if you do 
get sent to a group home, you can STILL achieve your goals. It will be 
more difficult, but its definitely possible. If you can just focus on school 
work for the next while, you can set things up for college after high 
school.... 
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My Life 

It all started when I started smoking and drinking. After 
I did all that, I started to do worse in life like hanging out 
with bad friends that influenced me into doing bad with 
them. It was not cool. 

They thought doing the opposite of everyone else was 
cool, but I did these things because I was not thinking 
about the consequences, and that I would never get 
caught. I did it more after the first time, and eventually 
got caught because I made the biggest mistake in my 
life. 

I never liked school and all the bad things I've done 
got me skipping school and doing worse in life. But after 
my time in here, I learned from my mistakes. When I get 
released, I'll start out new and do the best I can. 

I -Sam 

From The Beat: Now you are facing the consequences you never thought 
about. This is how we learn, from mistakes. A lot of people end up doing 
things they shouldn't because its going on all around them. What was 
the biggest mistake you've made in your life? You didn't tell us. 



To Admit 
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I think it's very hard to admit to your mistakes because 
you never like being wrong. Everyone I know will argue 
until their head falls off just so they don't have to admit 
their faults. Other times people don't admit to their faults 
so they don't get into trouble. 

-K 

From The Beat: Appreciate the breakdown, we wish you would have 
given some examples to your statement as to a time it was very hard for 
you to admit your mistake(s). 
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Aliittini A liie I Was Wroni! 

One time that I could admit that I was wrong was when 
I threw my brothers personal belongings away. The only 
reason that I believe that it was wrong is because the 
little argument we had was not enough of a reason for me 
to do that. 

Another time I was wrong was when I cursed my 
teacher out and got suspended for four days. Now I really 
regret doing it and I'm never going to do that again. 

-Jasmine 

From The Beat: Those are two great examples. What did you learn from 
those experiences? 






Lil' Wajne lie lest Rapper Alive 

Switching the whole rap game he already mastered Rap. 
Got his sixthth solo coming the Carter Three and about 
20 different mix tapes and is now whiting on rappers with 
his new epiphany. New way of comin at the other rappers. 
Singing. Who would of thought that Wayne would start 
singing and takin' opera classes and vocal class to get 
better at singing. 

He feels he has done it all with so little time. So just 
face it he the best in my eyes, or maybe in yours too. He 
go. Screw how much drugs he do, he gonna be the best 
regardless. 

-Lil' Dave 

From The Beat: Sorry to have to cut up your piece, but the Lil Wayne 
lyrics you put in weren't right for The Beat. Lil Wayne does sound like 
a real inspiration. Pretty cool that he has the courage to step outside 
the normal territory of rappers by taking singing and opera lessons to 
help him reach his goals. Can you imagine having courage like that, to 
do something different from others, but get yourself where you want 
to go? 
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One night it was me and my ninjas in the squad, 
everybody was smoking (and off pills) and we was chillin' 
but not me. I was off a few and I wasn't listening. I kept 
grinning my teeth 'cause I was so on. My jaws locked and 
my potnas was like, "bra, roll the weed!" 

I was just sitting there like I'm 'bout to cat off on you 
ninjas. 

Then we roll to the hood and when I hopped out the 
car, I couldn't even walk straight. I was lookin' like I 
was thizzing. I went in the store and said, "let me get a 
Swisher!" 

The store man said, "let me see yo' ID." 

I said, "ain't got one." 

I then seen this little female and I asked if she can 
get me a few things. They were some Hennessy, a box of 
Swishers, and her number and she couldn't do nothing 
but laugh. 

When she came out, she gave me her number and she 
asked me if I was I smoking. 

I said yes. 

She then said that I should call her later. 

So you know I was like oh yap. 

So we left the store, went back to the spot and had a 
smoke out. By now, I was zoomed and still had a few pills 
left. I said I would save them to tomorrow. 

So now I'm sitting there smoking, high out of my 
mind, and I had to call that lil' female. I called and she 
told me to come to her house. 

I was like how I'm gon' get out there? 
She said she gon' come pick me up in her whip, and 
I'm like alright. 

So we went to her house and you know. She dropped 
me off in the morning and I popped them pills. 

I went to the house and my sister was tryna fight 
me and stuff, and I was about to boss my own sister off 
pills. 

She called the police and I didn't even run 'cause I 
knew I was wrong, so now I'm in here doing six months! 
That's why I'm not popping pills no more, that's my story 
I'm out. 

-Damani 

From The Beat: That's a pretty eventful and drug inducing night you 
had. Are you not gonna do pills anymore because you got in trouble 
with the police, or is it because of other stuff too? There have been 
thousands of cases when people have died over those famous, "pills." It 
can only take one to make you insane or overdose you. We're sure you 
wouldn't want one of these two things to happen to you. If you don't 
know what you are messing with, inform yourself. 
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Deeper And Deeper 

Deeper and deeper as it gets, 
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livin' life with no value. 

What is this? I don't know. 

I'm unsure how to tell a smart person, 

but I kill brain cells. 

I felt like I live in hell, 

I made myself so hot I got to look over my shoulder. 

I'm getting colder day by day. 

I'm havin' visions, 

I'm seeing prison, 

I see my mom crying 

'cause I'm dying 

and I don't know what to do. 

I'm hit, people say I'm sick, I guess so. 

Is it because every time I'm out chillin' 

I put pills in xo? 

No that's not the reason. 

It's 'cause my people kill each other for no reason 

and the summer is murder season. 

You can't never stunt without haters hating. 

It's good, 'cause I'm safe in here and I get out in October. 

That's just time to sit down and think if I want to 

continue this life. 

That's all I gotta say to all keep it. Gotta keep your head 

up and knock your time out. . . 

-Damani 

From The Beat: We know you are really conflicted about keeping on 
with the life you chose in the past. WE know how bad you want your life 
to be better too. Remember, you don't have to continue down that road, 
and you know you'll be safer and better off if you choose a different 
path. Like you said, just use this time to rethink your life and make a 
plan. We see a good future for you, that is if you have the courage to 
make the right choices. We're pulling for you! 



So Sweet 



You've always been so nice to me 

Regardless of the way I've treated you. 

And at times I feel I've taken your 

Kindness for weakness. 

But I want to let you know I appreciate 

Your friendships and hopefully we can be 

More in the future... 

I ain't getting out no time this year just thought 

You should know, 

And Mama Johnson respects you for 

Trying to take things slow. 

But I also want to let you know. . . 

I love you so much more than a "friend" or a "bran." 

-Taco 

From The Beat: What kind of relationship are you looking for Taco? And 
most importantly, what kind of relationship (or person) will help you 
realize your full potential and keep you out of the system? 

Change My Life 

What's up Beat Within? This Lil' Ree and I just can' 
to be free. It's like everything is coming down on me and 
you gotta wait for somebody to tell you to eat. It's like 
the judge is against me and he doesn't want to see me go 
home. It's like he let everybody go but me. I just wanna 
be with my family. 

I know I hang on the streets but that's me. I don't 
always wanna live that life, but I just gotta do right and 
keep my shhh tight. 

-Lil' Ree 

From The Beat: What you think the reason might be that the judge 
isn't letting you go? What have you been doing? Its normal to feel that 
everyone is against you when things don't go your way. As long as you're 
living the street life, you're gonna keep finding yourself in trouble. 
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Admitting We're Wrong 
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What up Beat? This your boy Cheto. So, admitting when 
your wrong. 

Well I am wrong all the time. If I wasn't wrong, I 
wouldn't be here in jail. Who I was in the outs? I was 
smoking weed doing hella shhh, and causing trouble, 
getting kicked out of class, making mom mad and all I 
said "I'm wrong," but I never change. 

Now I am in a bad case. If I had a chance to get out, 
I will do good, go to school, listen to my mom, get a job, 
start being a man, and taking care of my family. 

It will happen when I get out. I hope I get out soon 
because I miss my mom, my dad and my family. So that's 
all Beat. Peace. 

-Cheto 

From The Beat: Sometimes just saying "I'm wrong" is really easy, 
especially if you don't really mean it and are just trying to make people 
not mad at you anymore. Take a moment to reflect on the things you 
have been doing in your life. Everything we see there is negativity. Ok, 
you had your fan by making wrong choices, but you can't be playing the 
same game your whole life. What's up with you? What's your problem? 



Wanting tn gn home 
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I want to go home so I can go see my mom and lil' sister. 
I miss my family and I'm tired of getting in trouble. Later 
Beat. 

-Nichole 

From The Beat: How old is your little sister? How do you think it impacts 
her when you are locked up? 



I Regret Hurting My Grandmother 

Well my name is Kristy and I'm from San Francisco 
County. This is my second time here and this county ain't 
one of my favorites. 

I hate being locked up so I need to stay out of trouble. 
Being locked up makes me want to go crazy because I 
miss my grandmother and my family. 

I hate being separated from people I really love and 
care for. I miss my grandmother the most because she 
raised me and has always been there for me. I know if 
I need somebody she will always be there for me. I put 
my grandmother through so much by running the streets 
behind my brothers and cousins all the time. I regret 
everything I did to make her worry and be upset. 

I When I get out I will make a change and do everything 

I was doing different. 
-Kristy 

From The Beat: Its wonderful that your grandmother has been there for 
you through all of this. What kinds of changes will you make when you 
get out, so that she can be proud of you? 



A Hard Thing To Do 
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Admitting that I'm doing something wrong is not very 
hard for me. But when you're telling the truth about 
something and the person you're talking to thinks you 
are still lying it's very frustrating. It makes you just want 
to go on with the story they think you did so you can 
just say "forget it" and do what you do and go along with 
whatever they're saying. 

Hitting the Bottom. I wouldn't want to even hit the 
middle because I don't want to be close to whatever the 
trouble is. You should just stay on top of your game at all 
times and anytime. 

-Brittany 

From The Beat: What if you aren't able to stay on your game all the time, 
what then? What can motivate you to make big changes in your life? 
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Hitting Bottom Then Change 
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I believe that for most people it takes until they hit 
bottom for them to change. Because it took me almost 
hitting bottom for me to wanna start makin changes. I 
haven't hit botton yet but I'm tryna change some things 
before I do. 

It's a lot of stuff I be doin' that can cause me to hit 
bottom. So I'm gonna make sure when I get out that there's 
some things that I change so I won't end up coming back 
in here. This my tenth time here and now they tryna send 
me to the Y. But I feel like I'm goin' home and I'm gonna 
keep sayin that 'till the day they sentence me. 

But I'm gonna keep my head up and stay solid no 
matter what. And for everybody that's reading this never 
tell on ya friends and always keep ya mouth shut. 

-Chippa 

From The Beat: Your idea to make changes before you hit bottom sounds 

Lgood. But let us hear what changes you'd like to make, and how you'll 
do it. Lots of people say they want to change, but it takes planning 
and follow-through to change things up when you have a whole former 
lifestyle that wants to pull you back in, not to mention a system that 
wants to see you locked up again for number eleven. 
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I Got Too Greedy 

We all get greedy sometimes, that's the reason why I'm 
here. Money make the world go around. But in the end, 
we all go down. 

Life is life, sometimes we just got to remember what 
we got and appreciate it. 

But back to my situation, I'm here because I got too 
greedy, and I wanted more money. And I did, but when 
the cops caught me, all my money was gone, and I end up 
with nothing. I can't see my loving mother and my girl, 
and my family anymore. 

I guess I should of thought about what I got and 
be happy. But again, I got too greedy and got a lot. At 
the same time, I still want to make money. I just want 
something to hit me big, so I can really appreciate my 
freedom, and family. 

-Nguyen 

From The Beat: A lot of times we think having lots of money is going 
to get rid of our problems and make our lives a million times better, 
but that's not always the case. Having lots of money doesn't mean 
everything will go your way, especially if you got the money illegally. 
Maybe you can find a way to earn some money when you get out in a 
way that won't get you back in trouble. 



- 



Dedication To Mike 
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Dear heavenly Father Lord in the sky 

May you look down upon me and keep me in your eyes 

Let the truth be told you know my heart be cold 

Yea I got good intentions but it never shows 

Cause the world so cold and it's never getting better 

So I keep that thang on me just to keep from getting 

wet-up 

And it's a must that I eat so I'm chasin that dollar 

Lord forgive me for the things I done did to these 

cowards 

Rest in Paradise Young Money Mike 

I know you up there doin' your thang like you was doin' 

down here. 

-Mackin' Nam 

From The Beat: You have some excellent rhymes and rhythms here 
like "Let the truth be told you know my heart be cold/Yea I got good 
intentions but it never shows...." Its a dangerous choice to live this life. 
You already lost a friend, so when you gonna start letting your good 
intentions become a good reality? We hope you get some good time left 
on this earth before heading up to the Lord. Nobody knows when they 
gonna die, but slangin' guns definitely raises the likelihood. It's your 
choice. 
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When I Go Home 
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When I go home, I plan on getting my GED and finally 
finding a job. I'm tired of selling drugs because I end up in 
places like this, missing my family and my girl. 

I'm flna be 18 years old, so it's about time for a change. 
This weed thang ain't cutting it bra'. This next step Rita 
or Quentin is what I ain't tryin' to see. So in order not to, 
I got to square it up Beat, grow up and stop playing with 
these minors. You know get on my grown man hype. 

-Juice 

From The Beat: You are completely right. It's time for a change, and 
getting your GED and a job are both great things for you to do for 
yourself. Now all you have to do is stick to your own plan. Good luck! 



Snoops Hitting Bottom 



Hey what's good Beat? Well this your boy Lil' Snoopy 
from Oakland. Yeah I can really relate to today's topic 
because I really think people have to hit bottom or else 
they won't listen. 

Some people just don't listen, you feel me? They 
be doing their thang and just don't give a damn. They 
are either ryders, G's, hustlas, or whatever and I respect 
that. 

When you're in jail, so many people say they're going 
to change and do good, woopi woo woo, but always end up 
back here for a different reason or the same one. 

My point is that there is so many people out there 
doing the fool, and just getting it. But at the same time, 
they're messing up because they're doing al these drugs. 
I have a lot of my patnas strung out on pills, boe, drank, 
weed, etc. 

Sometimes I want to tell 'em to quit and look for 
something else to do, but how do I tell 'em? They won't 
listen, because some people just won't listen. And as 
much as you love them, you just got to let 'em do they 
thang, and respect them. They'll find out one day what 
you been trying to tell 'em. But I ain't going to speak on 
that 'cause I be on drugs like letters on a book too, but 
now I'm going to be easy feel me. 

There's going to be some changes when I get out, 
(some changes) but I'm going to still be down. So yeah, 
I'm out. 

-Lil' Snoopy 

From The Beat: Then, we should see you back in here. You said that 
you want to change, but in your last sentence you are also saying that 
you will still be down. What's the your point? Its not clear. Its either 
changing or not. You're right! A lot of people don't listen and need to 
experience things for themselves before they can understand it. You say 
that you're still doing drugs, so does that mean you haven't hit bottom? 
Hopefully since you know that people don't always listen to you, you 
can listen to yourself. 



My Cousin 



People hate on my cousin, 

Tryin' to get him out the way 

'cause they know he doesn't play. 

That's like my brother, 

if you got problems with him 

you got problems wit me 

because that's my family. 

Like, when I was here, he got shot 

I can't do nothing in here 

because I'm locked up 

that's messed up. 

-Lil' Ree 

From The Beat: You have to keep in mind that seeking revenge won't 
solve anything. What's done is done. And the best way to help your 
cousin out is by helping him stay away from danger. By using violence, 
you can end up hurt or doing serious time in jail. That way you will 
never have his back. Help yourself first in order to help him out. 
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The Best Way To Get Through To Me 

It's my girl. She seems to be the only person to get to 
my head, because I know she cares about me and I love 
her like she loves me. I wanna change for the both of us, 
because we are expecting a baby soon. I want my little 
man to have everything from rag to riches! I luv ma girl 

-J-Bear 

From The Beat: That's great that you have a loving relationship going 
on in your life. And congratulations on the baby! Now is the time to 
make those changes, make a plan, so that you can be there for your girl 
and baby. Having a babe is the most beautiful thing but also a lot of 
responsibility. 



Hittiig Bottn 
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I have two friends that are going down that I really care 
about. All they do is drink, drink and more drink. I drink 
with them sometimes, but unlike them I have parents 
who care if I'm out drinking. 

One of them just has a day-to-day routine with his 
life. Wakes around 12pm most mornings after a night 
of drinking, then just start off with a beer around 2pm 
to start his day. I tried to get him to think about getting 
his first job at the age of 20, but he still feels he does not 
have to yet. His dad drinks a lot too and is working hard 
to pay his bills. Rock Bottom! 

-J-Bear 

From The Beat: Sounds like your friend is really having a lot of trouble. 
When we try to get friends to see their mistakes, its really frustrating 
when they don't listen. We hope everything works out with him and 
that he doesn't have to hit rock bottom before he stops his drinking. 



wnnnmaimnnmsi "» // 



w //, 




Tired Of Frontio 1 
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What makes me mad 

Is people runnin' they mouth 

Savin' she this she that 

Thinking they know what I'm about 

So you heard stories 
Now you think you know everything 

Well let me clarify that for you 
'Cause it happened to me personally 

So yea I said it's lies 

Even though most of it's trued 

But I'm gonna put it like this 

I did what I had to do 

Yea I did it 

But that was in the past 

It didn't stick with me 

It just didn't last 

I'm in jail now 

But that and this have no relation 

You really want to know how I am? 

Lets sit down and have a conversation. 

-Skittles 

From The Beat: It's funny, if EVERYONE in Oakland who had a conflict 
could settle it up the way you suggest here, we'd probably be able to cut 
the murder rate by 90 percent. Thanks for showing us all an example of 
"taking the high road." 






Life 



What is life? 

What kind of life do you live? 

Life to me is why I'm in here. 

Life has obstacles to come by. 

This is just another obstacle to overcome again. 

Life can be good and bad at the same time. 

Life is what gets task force on me to hit. 

Life is what you can call it, a drag when you get on the 

gang profile. 

What can you do, your life goes up and down. 

Life for me is the streets now. It's life. 

You can't control it but live the gang life you feel me. 

-Casper 

From The Beat: You got a point here. Nobody controls life. Life does 
go up and down, and there's no escaping that. But you can have an 
impact on how far up and how far down you go. And, although you 
can't control lots of things, you can start with where you are now and 
start to make choices to try to improve what you have to deal with. 
Your choices can make a difference. If you do keep choosing gang life, 
whatever you appreciate about it, you're choosing to put yourself in 
danger and get locked up again. You feel us? 




Got My Sentence 
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What's up Beat? I got my sentence yesterday, but it kind 
of went bad on the D-A. She was talking about sending 
your boy off to Boys Republic or ROP, but I didn't go for 
that. 

I am still mad, but I am going to do my program at the 
group home. I guess it's a time to get on track. I know 
juvenile hall ain't no place for your boy. 

So, I am going to do what's right for me and my family. 
I advise those who are in a bad situation to just get your 
sentence and get it over with. 

-Maurice 

From The Beat: It's best that you can do for you. Stick with your plans. 
What's after your program? You also have to think about that. 



Hittio Bottom 

I was on my way to the top before I came here. This was 
my downfall. 

-Mackin' Nam 

From The Beat: Was your downfall getting locked up, or choosing a life 
that would lead you here? 
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RIP 

Let me tell you about my bra'. It was one Friday night, 
we were partying all night with the homeboys. We were 
having so much fun. I will never forget the night after he 
dropped me off. 

My mom called and told me some bad news. She said 
that my homeboy had got shot. I was like no and then I 
find out he was gone. When I was in his funeral all the 
homies were there. We were slapping. We got so drunk. I 
wish my homey was still here. 

-Casper 

From The Beat: We are sorry for your loss. Revenge won't bring your 
homie back from where he went. Always keep that in mind. You should 
take his death as an eye opener to warn yourself about the things that 
can happen to you if you continue acting like this. 



Admitting I'm Wrong 



I admitted I was wrong when my dad was telling me to 
do something that could have helped me in my life, but 
I didn't listen. In the long run I understand what he was 
tryna do. Then I told my dad that I was wrong and he 
forgave me for what I've done. I didn't listen but now I'm 
payin' the cost. 

-Magnificent 

From The Beat: Too bad the stakes were so high when you didn't listen 
to your dad. Now that you're in the hall "payin' the cost" of learning 
the hard way, what would you say to other young people, who probably 
aren't gonna listen to their elders, about how to avoid making the same 
mistakes? 
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Surprised 
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When I was a little younger I used to smoke purple and 
sniff powder. And when my parents found out what I had 
been doing they were devastated. They told me I should 
stop but it was my own decision. 

I really didn't think there was anything wrong with 
me doing what I did until I started stealing money outta 
my momma's purse to supply my weed and coke needs. 
But I wasn't worried about the situation at the time until 
I got caught up by the law. That's when I gave up snortin' 
and just kept smoking. But now that I'm incarcerated I 
haven't smoked since I've been in here. 

-Sober For Now 

From The Beat: When you imagine a situation like this with your own 
kids, what do you think you would do in your parents' situation? If your 
parents had told you to quit smoking and snorting, do you think you 
would have? If they hadn't said it was your decision, do you think you 
would have figured out sooner something was wrong? What would you 
do with your kids? 



Hitting Bottom 
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My auntie keeps hitting bottom. What I mean by that 
is that she keeps smoking crack, and having asthma 
attacks. She goes in and out of the hospital and it's the 
same way with my brother. It's like when you try to talk 
to them they don't want to hear what you got to say ....but 
I wasn't ready for her to go. It hurt me a lot because I 
wasn't right there by here side I can't get no more. 
Hi nephew I love you!! 

-Lil Miami 

From The Beat: We know you've been through some real struggles, but 
you need to stay strong because there are people you love depending on 
you. We've seen such strong and powerful changes in you over the years 
though, that we believe you can get through this. 



Life 



I'm tired of jail and living like a pigeon 
I can close my eyes and picture how I'm living! 



\ 



Life is based on killing and stealing 
you gon' die anyway it goes but it's about how you living! 

Life is a hard then you die, the way I be thinking 
I don't care if I live or die but when life goes on you keep 

living 
you take the "ef ' out of life then you living a lie! 

-Jamarco 

From The Beat: Great first image, "living life like a pigeon" paints a 
visual and emotional picture about how you feel about where you are 
right now. The other thing that's so good about the first two lines is 
how your rhythm is so consistent throughout them. If you felt like it, 
could try to experiment with other lines and see if you can carry that 
rhythm (or something close) throughout your whole piece. 



Hittini Rick Bittom 
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I got a brother named C-Nasty. C-Nasty went to college 
and played football, but all of a sudden he gets kicked 
out of college and comes back to the hood. It takes him 
awhile but he gets back and starts making money for a 
while. Then he starts snortin' powder and poppin' pills 
some, and my other brother cut him off and stop messin' 
wit' him. He noticed everybody wasn't messin' wi' 'em so 
he got off drugs, goes to school now and is workin'. 

-Weeze 

From The Beat: Its depressing to see someone doing well and then goin' 
down. We're glad to hear that in your brothers case he had another 
chance to make a life and that he's doing well again. What about you? 
When you have the chance, will you take his good example of school 
and work and build yourself another opportunity? 



Goie Bit Will Bi Back! 
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What's up wit' it? Shhh this lil' Roland still here, waitin' 
to go to the Y. This shhh so weak 'cause it's a shame. 
I need to be out right now doing my thang, but like my 
ninja Turk say, it is what it is. So I'm gon' do my time. And 
get out and do my thang. I'm gone bounce back quick. 

-Ro Ro 

From The Beat: We feel you, how bad it is to be stuck in the hall and 
waiting for the next step. Sorry to have to cut up your piece. Yeah, we 
keep cutting your stuff, but you know we can't print that stuff in The 
Beat. When you write in a way that's hating on women, that's not gonna 
get in. We'd like to read something else from you. 



I Was Wrong 



What's up Beat it's Smokey from Hayward. Well they got 
me in this damn max unit again, but I was in the wrong I 
made my mistakes now I'm back in here. Five weeks and 
three days left in this hellhole of a trial. 

I got plans when I get out. Plans to go to school and 
get my GED, plans to get a job... well I already got a job. 
But the hardest thing I'll have to deal with is staying away 
from the streets. But I have to stay away cause I need to 
be a man. Most of all I need to take care of my family. For 
my mom, stepdad, brothers, and sisters. I have to be an 
example. I love my family that's the main reason. 

-Smokey 

From The Beat: Good for you, both for admitting you were wrong and 
for making plans for the future. You gotta learn from what you've done, 
but you can't let your past define who you are going to be. A family 
who you want to do right by, like you have, is a powerful reason to 
change your life. So you got a reason for changing, you got a plan and 
you know what's going to be the hardest part for you. We want to know 
this: how will you fight the temptation to go back to the streets? 



Eye Opener 



Admitting you're wrong to me means you're admitting 
to your life problems, like the things that are not good 
for you. Knowing you have a problem is admitting to your 
wrongs like when you know you have a problem and it 
would make your like a whole lot better if you admit to all 
your wrongs and problems. 

I admitted to my life problems and now I'm seeing a 
change in my life. Eye opener to me is a reality check. 
Me myself, I had an eye opener a very few times. Like I've 
been shot at and almost killed and robbed at gun point. 
That was my eye opener that made me take a big step 
in my life, and I changed a lot in my life because that 
eye opening moment could have been the end of my life, 
THAT WAS MY EYE OPENER! ! ! 

Rock bottom been there done that tired of this life 
tired of hitting rock bottom, rock bottom is not for me 
MYESHAbaby!!! 

-Myesha 

From The Beat: Myesha, this is great! Now, tell us what your plan is for 
climbing back up from the bottom? What are the changes you want to 
make? 



Fake Ninjas 
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My biggest problem is friends who claim to be solid and 
are the fakest ninjas around. That makes me mad because 
I often seem to run into them in the streets. If it were up 
to me, I would run these fake ninjas out of town and put 
them together and let them kill up each other. 

-Da Kid 

From The Beat: What is it about being fake that makes you so mad? 
What makes them fake? Instead of tripping about how they act or what 
they do, you should be tripping about your current situation and where 
you are leading your life. It seems like you are hating more than them. 
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Eye Opener 



When I found out my lil* cousin got killed. Now I'm less 
emotional towards people. 

-Mackin' Nam 

From The Beat: Man it hurts to have a relative die. And it's normal to 
pull back from connecting with others for awhile, often to avoid getting 
hurt again. But at the same time you lose something for yourself while 
you do that — the sweet, good parts of being emotional with others. 
Take care of yourself, of course, but don't let it become so normal that 
you forget it's a choice you made. When you feel brave enough, you can 
choose other ways of being too. 



Eye Opener 



There's a time when we all go through a 

Relationship or problem in paradise we 

Can either quit or follow through 

To just lose faith or trust your heart 

That somehow lead you through it all 

Cause your not the only one who is yearning 

Or needs help to carry on, 

You might get lonely, but you not alone 

-Da Baddest 

From The Beat: This is a powerful message of hope. The Beat is stronger 
for being able to print it. Keep 'em coming. 



The Realizatioi 
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Almost every time I committed a crime or did something 
wrong in the past I haven't took responsibility for it. It 
took me years to finally admit how much I was messing 
up and a lot of stuff I was doing was wrong and hurting 
people. Back then I guess I had too much pride to admit 
I was wrong. 

Now I realize how I'm messing up and need to change. I 
learned to admit when I'm wrong then I don't feel guilty. 

-Lil' Ken-B 

Forom The Beat: Sounds like you have grown a lot, now that you are 
admitting what you've messed up and what you've done wrong. We 
can really imagine how it keeps you from feeling guilt, and it sounds 
like you have made a lot of progress. Is there another step, any more 
growth, you'd like to take around this issue? 



Wlat's On My Mill 
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What's on my mind is my big court day, tomorrow. Last 
Tuesday, I was arrested for an attempted robbery my 
friends did. I was walking home with them and they just 
ran up on someone and robbed someone. We ran and ran 
for miles and miles. 

-Damarco 

From The Beat: It's hard going away for something you didn't actually 
do, just because you were there. How do you feel about them getting 
you into this situation? Even though you didn't do nothing, you are part 
of this conflict because you were there with them. 



Twi More Moitbs 
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Man what's good Beat? This is yo' boy, Lil' Tay still here 
in this unit. It feels like I been in here forever. I been going 
through it, I feel like going skitzo in this "G" that, they 
take me as a joke, on top of that, they got in this weak 
6. The judge told I can't even come to court for months. 
He said he gon' keep me here for six more months 'cause 
I cussed him out. It's all a game, my life is stress death, 
drama, and something like a game, they want me to go 
skits so they can send me back to CYA. 

-Lil' Tay 

From The Beat: What made you cuss the judge out? Its hard for us to 
picture you going off like that, considering how positive you are in the 
unit. Is this what you mean when you say Schitzo ... with these two 
different sides of your personality coming out? 
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My Flow 
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I was born in the town 
Were young hitters get down 

Keep on playing with me 

Ninja I play wet the rounds 

Keep on looking at me I'm gonna go off 

And not even trip 

Ninja I do it for the street 

'Cause I'm a G don't you see 

Don't come my way 

'Cause I don't care what you say 

Ya' ninjas think I'm good 

But I'm really hella mad 

I'm a mutha beast 

I'm like a pit with out a leash 

I told ya' ninjas now 

My name is Nacho Cheese. 

-Nacho Cheese 

From The Beat: You always got that "I'm the toughest baddest dude 
around mentality." You don't have anything else to write about? We 
know you have talent and skills. Try writing about something else. 
Challenge yourself young homie. 









This One Time 
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I once was going out with this girl and she was 19 years 
old and at the time I was only 17 but I really liked her. 
So I told her that I was 18 and so we started to date each 
other. 

But about a month later I told her that I was only 17 so 
she got a little mad but we was already in a relationship 
and she forgave me. But she said to stop lying to her. It 
felt good that she still wanted to be with me especially 
because I was 17 and she was 19. 

-Jonathan 

From The Beat: Well age is only a number, and it's not like she was way 
older than you. Are you still with that girl? Is she waiting for you to get 
out? When you get out what's going to change for you? 



It's Bad You Know 



I had a cousin, he was doing his thang, but then he just 
went all bad for some reason. 

-ABCg Keith 

From The Beat: We'd like to hear more. What was his thang, what was 
it like when he went bad? 



la Me 
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What's up with it Beat Within and all out there? Yep I'm 
still right here in this unit. Some people think that I'm all 
bad, because of what another homie said . I know what I 
am though, I ain't no faker, and I didn't choose the wrong 
crowd. 

If you knew me at camp or something like that, I was 
down for the click I was with. And ain't nothing changed. 
Straight up. I always stay true to the crew. And if anybody 
got a problem wit what I'm saying, or if your talking 
about me and the cuts, just please say it to my face. This 
juvenile is really starting to get me mad. These suckas is 
the fakes t ninjas I've ever came contact wit. 

They don't want it with anybody. Can you believe one 
of them started crying when he got room time. When he 
almost got into a fight wit some other fool. Well times up. 
I'm out till next time. 

-Lil' Sneak 

From The Beat: Well forget about everyone else and worry about yourself 
homie. You don't have to prove nothing to nobody. You need to prove 
to yourself that you don't want to live a life behind bars. Worry about 
you and no one else, 'cause no one is gonna live your life for you. By the 
way, what's wrong with crying tough guy? 
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Was What I Did Worth It 



X 



Was what I did worth it. 

No it wasn't worth it 

now I have three-years added on to my probation 

which means I don't get off until I'm 17. 

It wasn't worth it 

my mom is gonna have to pay a lot of money for being 

in here, when that money could go to something more 

important. 

Now I can come back for violation instead of a crime. 

What I did wasn't worth it 

I could have just waited until my birthday 

to get what I took from another person. 

When I get out I'm going to be cool and not do anything 

so I can come back in here. 

-Donald 

From The Beat: Sounds like you now realize how foolish you were to 
come here. What does being cool when you get out mean? What's the 
game plan to make it? Have one? 



This PLIace 



My thing is I want to get out of Juvenile Hall because its 
full of fake individuals that like to prove themselves and 
talk about their past wit people they don't know. That's 
the reason I want to get out. This is not the place nobody 
wants to be. This is the best thing that I can think of to 
talk about to you people. 

But if people be cool then other people will be cool. 
And I will want to give everybody some advice so when 
they come to Juvenile hall keep to yourselves, because 
everybody is not yo' real potna. They will turn around and 
tell on you in a hurry. Then you got longer time for telling 
yo' supposed to be potna what you do. 

-Cool Calm Collect 

From The Beat: We don't know why people just assume that they have 
to tell their business to the next guy, and boast about the shhh they 
be doing. Because there isn't anything to be boasting about when 
you're locked up. 'Cause you're locked up! We're glad that you see things 
different than others. That shows a lot of what kind of individual you 
are. We hope you can get out and stay out, and do something more 
productive. 



A Homie Of Mine 



Couldn't keep a steady job 

Because of all the tattoos that he had on his face 

So he had no other choice but to put a strap on his waist 

He didn't have no fear 

Slanging and doing dope mind was never clear 

Disrespecting his mother 

Even taking money from her. 

-Anonymous 

From The Beat: That's not a good way to live. Disrespecting your moms, 
and not having any respect for yourself at all. Maybe you should use 
your homie as an example of not what to do with your life. 'Cause 
if you live like that chances are that you're either gonna get caught 
up and do some serious time. Or you will get be a victim to the street 
violence. 



Before Hitting Bottom 



You don't necessarily have to hit bottom to wake up, but 
sometimes it takes a real life situation to happen in your 
life to see that it's not a game. Drinking and drugging all 
the time will get you nowhere but dead or in jail, like I am 
now in the hall beaten down walls. 

-LIT Don 

From The Beat: You're absolutely right. Sometimes it takes for us to 
experience it for ourselves in order to find out what's good or bad. 
Sometimes we have to hit rock bottom to really find out who we are and 
what we want to do with our life. 



- 



Admitting I'm Wrong 



\ 



A lot of time people argue so much about something 
they're sure they're right about, that when they are proved 
wrong they won't admit it 'cause it will be embarrassing 
or something but I don't know. When I don't want to admit 
being wrong I just fight. 

-Admit 

From The Beat: We are all human, and we all make mistakes. If nobody 
was ever wrong then we would never learn anything. You can't choose 
fighting over admitting you're wrong. Why make things more difficult? 
Why can't you just admit you're wrong? What's wrong with that? 



I'm The Sucka 



»se 

il 
\ 



One day I took this person's Ipod and I thought it was 
going to be ok, because he a sucka, but his friends told 
my probation officer, but I kept denying it and he never 
said nothing, but I knew in my heart that I took it. 

Everyday I use to fear I'm gon' come back to jail but 
I thought it was ok and a few weeks later my probation 
officer took me to jail and that's why I'm back in jail. 

When I get out I am not coming back. 

When I was out I was doing real good I was going to 
school, getting good grades, and getting clean pee test. 

I think I really really think I should have another 
chance. 

-Isaiah 

From The Beat: Sucka or not, keep your hands off things that do not 
belong to you! Didn't your family teach you any manners!? Not cool, 
taking stuff, and then lying. Wouldn't you feel like shhh, if someone 
thought you were such a sucka, and they took your music, your game? 



Wake Up Call 



I remember the first time I went to the hall and it was I 
eye opener because I lost my case and it made me realize 
I had made a mistake. 

Just for the starters I was in there for assault with a 
deadly weapon and two hate crimes. 

I was the scared boy. I did nine month all by myself. 
I did not get any visits for the first five months, and I did 
not do some of the things they said I did. I was sad and 
lonely. 

Kids everywhere were getting out (of the hall), but I 

wasn't, I was sad and lonely. I kept my head up. 

To everyone, keep your head up high, do your time 

get out! Do something with your life because it's not the 

way to go, be cool, hit you later. 

-LIT Bg 
From The Beat: What are you going to do with your life? You know 
the sadness and loneliness of doing nine months. What will it take for 
you to see a better way, we hope not a another charge and a longer 



Something You Didn't Do 



Wont you hate it if you get locked up for something you 
didn't do, it sucks when you know you didn't do it. 

I got locked up for robbery, grand theft, two sets 
of battery, false info and a warrant .1 did give false info 
because I really know in my heart I didn't do this crime, 
but I think if I was straight up about it I wouldn't be in 
much trouble. 

I went to court and I went to trial with my case I just 
hope I can win it. I just hope my life isn't over. 

-Baby Joker 

From The Beat: Your life is not over, but you have a long road ahead of 
you. You need to leave your ©r ways, otherwise you are handing over 
your teenage years to the juvenile justice system. Don't do it!! Step up 
and be a leader! Take charge of your life, you have too much talent, 
don't get comfortable inside these walls! 



f 
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Admitting Wrong 

Well I think sometimes it's hard to admit we are wrong 
because we're afraid to get into trouble. I also think that 
sometimes people don't like to be wrong and they think 
they are always right. When people are wrong they don't 
admit it cause they hate to be wrong. But when I'm with 
friends I would admit I'm wrong but that only between 
them, 'cause they're my potnas. 

When I was 10 I stole money from people, they knew 
it was me but they wanted to hear it from my mouth. 
So they asked me and I lied to them after I lied I got a 
spanking. And they told me if I didn't lie to them, they 
would of not spanked me and let me off with a warning, 
but instead I lied and got hit. 

After that experience I knew that if I'm wrong and 
got caught, I would admit to it, and maybe I might get off 
easier than if I lied and get a bigger punishment for lying 
and not telling the truth. 

-Thanh 

From the beat: Sometimes it is hard for us to admit that we're wrong 
'cause we can be hard headed at times. But learning from our mistakes 
is the only way we're gonna mature and assure that we won't make the 
same mistakes again. 



Admitting We're Wrong 

Man I never admitted I was wrong 
Because you would be so stupid if you do 

I mean what's the point 

When you could chill and smoke a joint 

"I mean just think!" 

It won't make you feel better 

Posted in the hall wearing the same sweater 

Pencils every night 

Tryin' to write letters 

What bed's the best and what staff is better 

I still won't admit I'm wrong! 

I mean... at least until Judge lets me go home. 

-David 

From The Beat: Part of growing up is admitting that we're wrong and 
recognizing the mistakes we make. But you have to admit your wrong. 
There isn't anything wrong with admitting that you're wrong. On the 
contrary its more stupid to not admit when you're wrong, when you 
really are truly wrong. That's stupid. And the only way we're gonna 
grow up is by learning from the mistakes we make. 



Gen Thug 



\ 



I was mad until these streets shot me... 

-Magnificent 

From The Beat: This is a solid start. We had to cut the rest of your poem 
because we need to protect you and ourselves. This piece — we don't 
know if it's made up, from real life, a threat, or what.. .Also, we feel it's 
boasting and glorifying a tragic lifestyle. You are such a good writer, we 
are certain you can find newer, fresher material to work with. By the 
way, what does "sansanality" mean? 






Hitting Bottom Still Not Too Late 

It's never too late to change!! I have never hit the bottom 
and I don't plan on doing that!! I know so many people 
that have turned their lives around!! I've been in h ere so 
many times and say that I aint coming back!! 

And now that I came here this time I have decided to 
make a change in my life!! Not only is there me to worry 
about but now my baby!! I'm making a change and it aint 
the bottom yet!! 

-Loony 

From the beat: Congratulations loony! We hope you are not just 
talking. What steps have you started to take in order for you to make 
that change?! Now that you have a kid in the way you have bigger 
responsibilities. 



Waiting To Leave To Do Nine Years! 

I went to court last week and I had to admit to my charges 
even tho' I didn't want to admit to the charge they gave me 
because I didn't do nothing. 

Now I have to sit here until July 10th to get sentenced. 
They already told me I have till the age of 25 to get out so 
I'm not going to be shocked when they tell me I have to do 
9 years. I'll be happy if they give me less time. 

I'm beefing with all involved besides one. I just hope 
I don't see none of them. But anyways I'm doing coo'. I'm 
just waiting for placement. 

-LIT Kev 

From The Beat: Its rough waiting to hear your sentence and get placed. 
And we know from your writing its been tough with your case, now you 
have to simply move on and do a productive program! 



Admitting We're Wrong 



I'm a liar, 

all the words that come out of my mouth is a lie. 

Is just me 

sometimes when I'm with my partners and we be talking 

about something, and every time I made up a lie, 

they going to bust me out. 

Every time they bust me out, 

I'll tell them I wasn't lying and it was true. 

I just believe my lie, but I know it wasn't true. 

I just can't face the fact that I'm lying. 

-Michael 

From The Beat: Admitting something to your self is usually a lot harder 
than admitting something to someone else. What's going on with the 
lying for you? Why do you think you keep doing it? Maybe if you can 
figure that out you can find a way not to do it anymore. 



Still Here 



Well, shhh, I am still here. My PO told me I had to do 
more time because I got in fights in here, but now you 
know I'm just gonna do my time to get out. 

I'm hella mad 'cause I found out that my cousin and 
my homie got lock up for attempted murder. 

Well Beat, I'm out, alratos. To all out there, keep your 
head up. I'll be out soon or later. 

-ChikiUo 

From The Beat: You have a long road to go Chikillo, get your head on 
right and prepare for a challenging journey. Regardless, if you change 
or not, its going to be hard, even harder if you remain stubborn and 
loyal to a lifestyle of pain, sadness and loneliness. 



My Uncle Hit Bottom 




- 



I know somebody who hit bottom, my uncle, 

when he died, it was over a dice game. 

He was shooting and whacking them, 

I told him to stop playing 

I saw the expression on his face 

we had funk with these guys at the time so it wasn't cool 

he said it was squashed, 

but in my mind I said once funk always funk. 

So later they eventually got mad and left, 

they came back at night time and shot him 

numerous times and they rolled off 

I looked dude in the eye who shot my uncle 

I knew it wasn't over. 

-Baby Joker 

From The Beat: Yes, you need to move on from this tragic night you 
were apart of. If you consider revenge, you are totally sealing your fate 
with the system. Don't do it! You know plenty about the streets, so 
leave them and seek a new life, a life that includes school, good friends, 
being safe and being legit! 
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Your Cholo 



This is dedicated to my one and only love. 

I miss you, baby, and I can't lie, 

I just wish that I could get out and be with you. 

I remember all the good things we did together, 

all the beautiful moments we share, 

I love you. 

You're so fine and you blow my mind 

and a girl like you is so hard to find. 

Don't forget I love you with all my heart. Roxana. 

-Chikillo 

From The Beat: You miss Roxana, but what are you going to do to be 
ther for her, for you? What's our plan to stay out? Returning to your 
of lifestyle will make for a short reunion, 'cause in due time you will 
violate. You have to step up big and do big things if you value your 
freedom. 



Ask God 



I ask God twice Why my life? 
Knowing that the judge 'bout to take my life 

To keep it real I ain't really live no life 
But I'm still a young child with a life that's bright! 

God please forgive me for my sins put me 

On the outs and give yo' boy another chance 

God I ask you to wash me in yo' blood 

Take me to the squares and take me 

From the thugs please Lord! 

-Jamarco 

From The Beat: Thanks for keeping it real. What life would you want to 
build for yourself with another chance? 






Who's Wrong? 



x 



Q'vole Beat. This Chikillo from Oakland. Today I'm 
gonna talk about admitting we're wrong. Its hard to admit 
it because you know we gonna get in trouble because 
we did something wrong. That's why people don't be 
admitting it. 

Well Beat im out alratos. 

-Chikillo 

From The Beat: How many times do you not admit you are wrong, and 
you still get caught up? Yeah, it feels like a lose-lose situation, but 
there will come a time when admitting wrong, will be so beneficial, 



Another Chance 



x 



This yo' young boy Akay at camp, pimpin' my program, 
you feel me? Well anyways, this my second chance up 
here because I ran the first time. But I guess Judge K 
found it in his heart to let me go back to camp, instead of 
going to CYA for 5 year. 

So I guess I was blessed that day. I'm glad I got another 
chance, because not everybody gets another chance. Like 
my girl Shawny. I could not see myself with 25 with "L". 
That's what makes me get through my weeks, knowing 
that it's people doing life and I'm sitting here crying over 
a little 6 months of my life. 

And the cold thing about it, I would never see her 
again. And she's only 17 years old. Well, I got to cut 
because this staff just love to think they going bad on 
someone. 

-Yung Akay, Alameda 

From The Beat: Its good to know that you've been lucky, focusing on 
that instead of the bad parts. Are there other things you can look at 
in your life that make you feel you've been lucky? And does thinking 
about them help you keep your eyes on the prise. 






- 



Wasted 



\ 



Whats the business Beat? Shhh! This Chill, what's up? 
Though one time I didn't want to go home, 'cause I was 
chilling with my homies and my female and smoking, 
drinking, snorting lines and popping pills. 

-Chill 

From The Beat: Ok youngster, if you want out of the system and to get 
home in one piece, you need to put down the drink, the smoke, the pills 
and quit snorting line. If you fear you can't or won't, you need help, 
before your life flashes before your eyes. Ask! 



The Pain Of Death And Violence 

I have lost a lot of friends and family through out the 

past years so many people dying it is just horrible the 

way violence is. 

I remember the first time getting shot at and seeing 

my cousin getting shot. We were walking down our block 

and a car rode up and said, "give me everything!" As a 

revolver came out the window. 

My cousin pushed me out of the way and said, "no!" 
They shot six times and hit my cousin three in the 

face. I got up, reached in his pocket and got his phone out 

and called his mom, she called the police. 

I was very sad that he died in my face. But I miss all 

of my friends and family I remembered all of their names. 

Scooter, Danny, dad, Willy, Chavo, Ron-Ron, Rob, Jerm, 

Weezy. I miss all you guys, y'all gone, but not forgotten 

-LIT D 

From The Beat: We send you are deepest regrets towards the loss of your 
friends and family. As for your cousin's death, how ugly, how sad, and to 
have called his mom immediately after the shooting, oh my. What's in 
store for you D when you get out? Do you see a new beginning? What 
will the next chapter of your life include? 



Lying Can Cost Money 

My mom asked where I was at, and I said at my friend's 
house, but I was lying. 

I come to find out she was going to give me some 
money, so if I would have told the truth I woulda got the 
money, but I didn't. 

-Anonymous 

From The Beat: Wow, lesson learned! Did you start lying less after 
that? 



My lid Lite 



\ 



I am the Anonymous Man who tries to lay low, but 

steady. 

I go back to the life of crime, 

yet coming back to the hall almost every time, 

that's why I'm stuck trying to move up and out, 

but I'm going down, can't go forward, 

so I go back, so now I'm stuck, selling weed and crack, 

but when I get out this time I'm telling you that I 

promise 

that I will never go back to my old life, 

I'm moving to Antioch and I'm going to leave this life 

of crime no more thinking I'm mobbing with my nine, 

I'm gonna go back to school and get my education, 

graduate from school, yea that's my plan, 

'cause I would like to enter the house of the holey, 

man, this is my story, really this is my life, 

I'm only a young teen. 

-The Anonymous Man 

From The Beat: Antioch is not Oakland, and there will be days you long 
for the ol' life, what will you do? What's the plan with the hood sickness 
comes a knockin'? Tell us you have a plan for that too! 



. 
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Stuck 
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Sittin' in camp when I'm not 'pose to be here, mad as 
hell 'cause I'm not at home where I'm wanted and got a 
lot of things to do put at this BS camp with a bunch of 
dumb people 

Stuck 

I should've never said no when my moms asked me to 
go to Florida, but I didn't wanna leave home. But too bad 
for me, what I thought was home went bad on me. Now 
everybody leavin' Oakland so fast it ain't even funny. 

Stuck 

Bein' treated like I'm an animal and a menace to my 
city, but I'm really jus' expressin' myself the way I feel I 
need to. Just 'cause I got dreads, wear all type of name 
brand clothes, and got gold teeth don't mean I'm a thug, 
a gangbanger, or a drug dealer. I'm just tryna be me, Lil 
Solid Kid, 

Stuck 

Bein' put in a place full of punks, squares, and suckers, 

don't mean I'm not any different from the people I'm 

around, I just don't act the same. 

And ....because of that, shows me I'm stuck. 

-Donte 

From The Beat: You're not as stuck as you think you are, because mentally 
you continue to work on trying to make your life and situation stronger. 
And also, because whenever you get really hot, you find other ways 
to express it besides going crazy and putting yourself in a situation. 
The real test will come when you get out and have to face the old 
temptations. That's when you will discover whether you are mentally 
stuck or mentally free. 



Education 

What's up Beat? I just wanna talk about education. To 
let some of these people know that education is going to 
get you far in life. 

I just started getting into school. I would like to do a 
good program, so I could get back to regular school. 

-Maurice 

From The Beat: Get education! Like you've said, education will get you 



far in life. 



I Am So Lonely 

Gangstas get lonely, too. People just look at us and they 
say, "they are crazy cholos." But deep inside, this cholo 
has feelings and gets lonely, too, missing and reminiscing 
about all the gangster things I use to do. Cholos get 
lonely, too. 

-Chikillo 

From The Beat: Gangsters get very lonely and it will only get worse 
for you if you continue down this path. You will lose out on so much, 
as you sit in institution after institution. IS this what you want? Read 
The BWO, those are all lonely gangsters longing for home, freedom a 
new life. 



Pimp Your Program 

This P in Camp. What's up Beat Within? I want to stop 
by, show y'all some love. I want to say I'm proud of myself 
that I'm gettin' my release soon to go and be free. 

Don't have to come back here no more. I'm happy that 
I stayed in Camp. I ran once, shoulda been got out in May, 
but gettin' out in July. If y'all come to Camp, don't run, 
pimp your program. Free my ninjas... 

-Lil' P 

From The Beat: Good luck Lil' P, and keep writing to update us on your 
move towards freedom! 



I'M CLEAN! 



X 



What's up Beat? It's really hard for me to admit that I'm 
wrong. 

Like for an example. My PO came to drug test me, I 
was dirty but I couldn't admit it to her. I don't know why, 
but that is how I am. 

I like to fix it when I'm wrong, but if you already know 
that I'm wrong, I'm not even going to try to fix anything 
and I'm definitely not going to admit it. 

I'm out Beat that's my writing for the week. 

-Rudy 

From The Beat: You can't admit you are dirty, yet the test comes back 
positive, and then what do you say? I'm clean? How are you going to 
fix this problem? 






That Gon 



Im here for being stupid 

I was stupid for getting a gun and cutting school, 

following my brother plus I got that gun from him, 

now I am locked up in this juvenile hall. 

They trying to take me to camp. 

I had a twelve gauge shot gun and for having that gun 

when the police stopped me they beat my as. 

For being stupid my family is now worried about me 

but I will never come back to this place. 

-Stoopid 

From The Beat: Well if you have learned from this experience, you are 
very fortunate you will get another chance at freedom eventually. If you 
were an adult it could have been over. What about your brother? Has he 
learned? What will you do to stay out of places like this? 



Learning Hnw To Drive 

When I was a young teen I use to steal cars and I have 
a lot of fun driving the cars. I practice driving the car in 
the alley. 

-Shaquin 



From The Beat: That was the ol' you. 
that do not belong to you. 



We hope now you stay out of cars 




Bangin' or God 

What's up Beat! It's yo' homeboy Dopey from Hayward. 
I just wanted to explain about this life I've chosen. While 
attending this church services they all told me that if you 
serve God you gotta give 100% to him if you plan on going 
I to heaven. 

I They said if you "repent" you can't continue to sin. 

I believe in God, but then I ask if you can gangbang and 
also have faith in God like I do. They said you can't. Ever 
since then they had me lose faith, because I ain't gonna 
give up bangin'. I just hope God will understand. 

-Dopey 

From The Beat: You CAN believe in God and gangbang at the same 
time.. .so don't give up your faith, if faith is important to you. But this 
isn't just about God's forgiveness in the future, it's also about your life 
in the present. What does gangbanging mean to you? Why is it so hard 
to give up? Maybe if you try to understand that, and really think about 
it, it will be easier to let that deathstyle go. 



as 



- 



Regret 

I regret all the things I do to people and I know it was 
wrong I wish that the person was here right now so I can 
say sorry. What I did to him. 

Now im in jail doing time in here. 

-Lil' B 

Saying sorry is the first step, then the action must 



From The Beat: 
follow. 
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Your Mom Not Wanting You Home Admitting We're Wrung 
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You wanna know how it feels that your mom don't want 
you home. It feels terrible. I got release on EM (Electronic 
Monitor) over two weeks ago. I have spoken to my mom 
and she said pray. Hopefully I get out of here this week 
because I really getting sick and tired of being here. 
Sometimes I just feel like going bad but I hold it in, so I 
won't get any time added on. 

-Donald 

From The Beat: If mom is afraid to have you home, take a good look at 
yourself, given your mom must feel so helpless that she has no control 
over you. What will you do when you get home? Tell us something 
good! 



People Up le Here 



X 



The most thing about Camp is ninjas talkin' like they 
been 'bout that action, but them ninjas really pretenders, 
tryna do what everybody else do in the streets, but really 
don't move. 

I mean, talkin' 'bout stuff they heard and what they 
seen but not 'bout it. I'm just tellin' you about the stuff 
people do up in here. 

-Lil' Twone 

From The Beat: It seems like sounding toughness and a hard rep is what 
earns people respect, so why wouldn't they lie about what they've done. 
Its too bad, because really respect should be for qualities like honesty, 
courage, self confidence, goals.... 



My Family 
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The reason why I'm writin' about my family is because 
I love them. The first person I want to talk about in my 
family is my mom. My mom does everything that's possible 
to take care of her kids. She cooks for us, gets us up 
early for school, I love my mom. The second person in 
my family is my dad. My dad is a mechanic. I like workin' 
on cars with my dad. I helped him fix on my car that he 
bought me. One more thing about my dad, he likes to 
cook a lot. 

Now about my brothers and sister. My little sister 
likes to do people's hair. She even does my little brother's 
hair when he don't have anybody to do his hair, and she 
always act like she's a model. 

-Lil' Rell 

From The Beat: It was good meeting your family this way - even if only 
on paper. Of your two parents, which is most like you, personality-wise? 
What advice do they give you on how to live your life. 
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Cume Up 

What's up Beat, what's good? 

I'm going to tell you when I got my first thousands of 
dollars. I was 12 years old. I wanted money because I was 
hungry and needed new clothes. So I asked where I could 
find someone with money. Some person I knew told me 
that the house up the hill had a lot of money. So I went up 
there and picked out the nicest house. 

I broke the back, side door, went in and found three 
car keys and diamond jewelry. I found a safe inside the 
closet and I took it to my friend's house and he shot it 
and it opened. There was a lot of money, like $15,000. I 
ate and bought new clothes, a lot of clothes. 

It was the first crime I committed. I wasted the money 
in a week. I don't know what my family would do if they 
knew. 

-Whisper 

From The Beat: People tend to waste money that they steal, or win from 
gambling, and save money that they earn - or at least they spend it 
wisely. Why do you think that happens? 



Had you ever felt that you thought you were right but 
you were really wrong, but you was scared to admit you 
was wrong? I had. I had it made my relationship with 
this girl to go down. Because throughout the relationship 
I thought that I knew everything and that I know the 
answers for everything. 

But I was scared to admit that I was wrong. So I 
thought it over and I thought that it ain't ever wrong to be 
wrong. And if you admit that you was wrong then that's 
good. Cause if you think you always right throughout 
your life, who you gonna listen to, to get information? 

I don't know if it's true love or not, but I ain't gon' lie, 
I'm falling for her again. It's that I started thinkin' a lot of 
good things about her again and it felt pretty good. What I 
love about her is everything about her. I feel she's perfect 
for me. You know you always gotta have that one special 
lady. Yup. I guess she's pretty much my other half. I'ma 
try to not get anything in our way. I really don't care about 
other girls. 

I'm gonna be with my girl anyways so if some girl 
dumb enough to come up to me they better get ready for 
a fight. 

-Linh 

From The Beat: If a girl comes up to you, isn't it YOUR responsibility to 
let her know you are already taken? That would be a good way to show 
the girl you're with that you care about her, respect her, and want her 
to be the only one in your life. 



Admitting I'm Wrung!!! 



One day in September I met a lady who was 24 years old 
and I was 16 and a half, but I wanted to get to know this 
lady. So one day she came over to my house to ask me 
what was my name so I told her and then she ask me how 
old I was so for a second I thought, should I tell her the 
truth or tell her a false age? 

I told her I was 17 turning 18 , so she gave me a look 
and said that she would talk to me later because her 
boyfriend just got there. So later that night she came over 
and I was camping out in ma front lawn. So she came over 
and sat down next to me and she started to get closer, so 
I just went for the kiss. Next thing you know she got up 
and ask me if I wanted to go over to her house because 
her boyfriend wasn't home, so I told her yes... 

- Gordo 

From The Beat: We're waiting for the second half of this story - though 
we do have to say that we think there must be something wrong with 
this woman if she can't stick to men her own age. 



Until Mums Camu Back 



It's the Miker! If it wasn't for my stubbornness and my 
faith in the hood I wouldn't be in here. The hood is all 
a young ninja knew until moms came back into my life 
tryin' to make me do right and good. 

I finally came to the light and seen that I can't be in 
the hood forever. I went from sellin' dope on the corner to 
robbin' people on the streets, to breakin' into cars. Now 
I wanna get ma life together and be a man for ma moms 
and ma woman!! 

They don't wanna see me in here and I don't wanna 
keep picturin' myself in here. The things I did is my past 
and it's over. I gotta look forward to the future, so forget 
the judge, the DA, Public Defender, the police and you if 
you with them... I'm out here... 

-The Miker 

From The Beat: Good for you, we hope you make these changes you are 
describing, and that you get ready for the future you deserve. What will 
you replace your "faith in the hood" with? 



f 




EmnnHUE mi/mmm 




iiimumiiRiiMnnmnj //// // 



I Ain't Trippin' 

What's up wit' y'all Beat, this Von, you feel me. I been 
in here for a few months and I got two more months to 
go, you feel me. I been hella frustrated in here, you feel. I 
can't wait till I get out so I can move on with my life 'cause 
man, this was ma first time doing some solid time. 

All the other times I did like a month and got out. But 
you feel me, I ain't trippin' 'cause my release date is July 
14 and I'ma be 18 and I got a straight release. So I'ma 
be here for a minute but I ain't trippin'. 'Till next time 
Beat... 

-Tavon 

From The Beat: We want to see you move on with your life too! You've 
been through more pain in your almost 18 years than many people 
have in 80 years! But how will you move on - do you plan on leaving 
the destructive parts of your life (and people) behind? Because Rita is 
not the spirit. 
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I been locked up for the past few plus weeks because I 
ran from camp. 

I lifted camp because I they was playing with my home 
pass for my birthday so I got mad and lifted. I was on the 
run for about five days before I turn myself in. I don't 
know why I did it and I wish I didn't but I'm in here and 
I been waitin' weeks and I feel like running when I get 
back to camp. I don't know if I'm gonna run but it's on my 
mind. I don't want to, but things happen. 

-Jh 

From The Beat: Its actually good that you turned yourself in - because 
when people are on the run they can get themselves into all sorts of 
trouble. We'll see you in camp when The Beat comes up there, and we 
hope you don't run! 



How I Feel And How I Can Change 

What it do Beat, it's that homie Anthony from Newark. 
Shoot, I've been in here for two months and I'm waitin' to 
go to camp. 

Damn, I've been doin' a lot of thinkin' and I realized 
I'm almost a man. If I wanna live to see 21 years old, a 
homie like me needs to get it together and support my 
mom and go get a job instead of acting stupid and running 
the street. I'm gonna ride until I die but I'm also gonna get 
it together. I'm out Beat. 

-Anthony 

From The Beat: Seems like trying to "ride till you die" might make it 
hard to get it together, like trying to ride two different motorcycles at 
the same time, when they're both going in opposite directions. How do 
you see yourself doing both these things at once? 



Tell The Truth 
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Admitting when we're wrong is hard because you don't 
want to get in trouble. So when you lie it's a 50/50 chance 
that you might get away with the lie or you might not. But 
once you start lying it's like you can't stop. 

Once you tell your first one. Lies keep coming back 
and forth. The reason why people do that is because if 
they tell the truth to the wrong people then they don't 
know what will happen. You could go to jail or anything. 
It's called a witness. 

But on the other hand, sometimes when you tell the 
truth it always get you somewhere. But every time that 
isn't true, that's why people lie and do what they do. But 
I tell the truth. 

-Marcus 

From The Beat: This is true, that's where the expression "tangled up in 
a web of lies." Comes from. Have you or anyone you cared about ever 
gotten himself stuck in that kind of a web? 






Hitlill My Bottll 
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Man if you hit bottom your mom hit bottom with you 

if you hit bottom it's going to get hard to come up 

I still ain't got to the top and I'm trying to be cool about it 

but man it hard 

me, my mom, brothers and sister have hit bottom 

together 

we are sitting together and we are half way to the top 

so I don't want you to hit bottom 

it's hella hard to get out of the bottom. 

-LIT J-Tuda 

From The Beat: Can you tell us how you hit that bottom and what steps 
you and your family are taking to improve your lives? 



Hitting The Top 



Hitting the top not the bottom, that's what I'm trying to 
do. 

To try to get to the top is to always have your mind on 
the top, never the bottom. Never lose control and always 
have a plan. Never let no one bring you down unless you 
wanna stay down. I've been doing stupid shhh lately, I 
don't know why but it just happen. I hated school, I didn't 
want to do nothing but make money the hard way. But 
sooner or later I'm gonna regret everything but now that 
I'm locked up in the hall makes me change my whole life 
around. 

It's weird being away from my family. I miss them, I 
think about them day and night. 

-Somewhere in the middle 

From The Beat: It seems like you regret everything already, and you're 
ready to do some things differently. You say it's good to always have a 
plan. What's yours? 



Last Time - 1 Mean It 

I always say this is gon' be my last time but this is my 
fourth time in here and I really mean this is my last time. 
I'm getting tired of being in here, listening to this weak 
staff and I love having my freedom, but it seems like every 

I time I get it back I mess up and lose. Why, I don't know. 
I try and do good but it's always only for a little bit and 
I go right back to doing me. But I'm done with this, I'm 
about to go back to camp get out and stay out the system, 
but still get money and have freedom so this will be one 
of the last times y'all will hear from me because I'm not 
coming back. 

-Jh 

From The Beat: We hope its NOT one of the last times we hear from you, 
because of course what we really want is for you to stop by our offices 
on the way home from school, or on the way to work, so you can tell us 
how well you're doing! 
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Eye Openers 

Yo', what's up with The Beat, I'm gonna talk about eye 

openers. 

In my perspective, an eye opener for is opening your eyes, 

seeing what's goin' on around you positive, not negative. 

Open your eyes, start choosing your friends wiser 
and making good decisions in everything you do. 

Like, for me, I need an eye opener, with me carrying 
guns and coming to juvenile... I need to occupy my time, 
I need an eye opener on my choices. 

-Cameron 

From The Beat: Seems like your eyes are already open but you're just 
refusing to acknowledge what they see. Don't you want a good life for 
you and your future family? Because that's what will "open your eyes" 
for real: When you understand that you deserve a good life and need to 
rip yourself away from your old one in order to have it. 
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I Just Miss My Mom 
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My mom didn't come and visit me yesterday or today, 
and she could have. They took me away from my mom 
and they gotta find me a placement. I want to go home, 
but they say I can't go home because I didn't go home 
one night. 

I just miss my mom. My mom wants me home too, so 
why can't I go home? I have court on the 8th, but I can't 
go home they say. 

She was crying when they arrested me. She wants 
me to come home. They didn't give me my phone call 
yesterday, and today we didn't get phone calls, so I'm not 
sure she knows I'm still up here or where I am. 

-Olivia 

From The Beat: Are you talcing full responsibility for your actions? You 
say you didn't go home one night, and this is the consequences. To us, 
that sounds like something is missing from this story. We're sorry you're 
here and that you you've left your mom in tears, but you may need to 
examine your actions a little more closely so that you can do something 
to change this picture. 
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Hipiig To lo Gioi 



Wha's up with The Beat? I'm just waiting up in max to 
see what's going to happen. I just been reading books. 
The latest book I read was the Da Vinci Code. That was a 
very interesting book that I learned a lot from. I finished 
it in two days which I'm proud of because it's 500 pages 
long. I'm waiting on court tomorrow so hopefully I'm out 
and go do good. Peace out Beat! 

-Wiggims 

From The Beat: We hope you hear good news from the court, Wiggims. 
You shouldn't be in here wasting your time, but out there in school, 
reading to advance your future. If you can read the Da Vinci Code in 
two days, then you can be reading college books that open your mind 
to knowledge you didn't even know about. Don't throw all that away 
for this. 
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Wtei I Get Released 

What's up with The Beat? It's Lano. Shhh, still in this 
nasty place doing time, waiting to get out this hole. 

The day I'm released, first thing I'm gone do, go home, 
look for me some work around the house. Second thing 
is get my L's — go to the auction, buy me a Lexus coop, 
then hit the 'hood shining and holla at my ninjas. 

-Lano 

From The Beat: Why do you need a Lexus? Sounds like a prescription for 
coming right back to lock-up, because no one will believe you made the 
money for that kind of car in a legit way. Why set yourself up to shine 
for a second, and then to be right back under the control of the system, 
shining for no one? 



Admittin' We're Wrong 

So yeah, once again writing to this phony Beat Within...! 
This ya boy Ulala hatin' everything 'bout this bullshhh... 
But got a few more days before I get da heck outta this BS 
to a grouper. . . 

Goin' on 'bout the subject — admittin' I'm wrong for 
hurtin' my family, but not admittin' I'm wrong for being 
here... Why? 'Cause it was my decision. 

Admittin' I'm wrong for droppin' out of school but not 
admitting I'm wrong for smoking and stay on the block 
night livin' that ghetto life... Why? 'Cause it was my 
decision... 

Fo' the homies, keep ya head up... Love ya bra! 

I'm out this hole... Why? 'Cause it's my decision... 

-Ulala... 

From The Beat: Haven't you ever been wrong for some decision that you 
made? But anyway, what are you planning to do so that you don't hurt 
your family ever again? 
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Hitting The Bottom 



\ 



Hitting bottom... I think when you hit bottom, it makes 
you think about life, bit when you get back out, you're 
back to your old self. 

Admitting we're wrong? I think some people push 
their lie so far, they won't admit to it. 

-The Dude 

From the Beat: You could write a lot more about these topics. Have you 
eve pushed a lie so far that you couldn't retreat and admit that you did 
it? Were you ever caught for that lie? Have you hit the bottom, or 
you still have some distance to fall? 



Hitting The Bottom 
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What's poppin' with The Beat? Well, this ya boy Stephan, 
aka Goof Troop. Slid trough tails shakin'. Cut two the 
chase. I'ma holla 'bout bein' at one of the lowest points 
in my life. Well look, it could be worse. 

First off, I lost my trial back in Feb. Now I'm in the 
second phase of my second trial to not go to YA, and it 
ain't lookin' good! They talking 'bout some fire camps 
and crap that nobody ever gets to. 

It's just all bad, except I had a baby girl on April 19, 
feel me, so I'm happy. But having said that, I won't get 
to see her in the first stages. But I'm still keeping hope 
alive. 

To all, keep ya head up and remember you ain't down 
foreva. 

-Stephan Da Troop 

From The Beat: Well, the sad truth is, some of you may be down forever 
if you give the system the power it needs to keep you down forever. 
(More than 2,000 kids in California are serving sentences of life in 
prison without parole.) We hope you get to that fire camp that you 
think no one ever gets to, because we know people who have been 
to those camps, and they always tell us they are the best part of the 
system. There you have responsibility and higher expectations. If you 
don't get there, then you have to put higher expectations on yourself, 
and be responsible. 



People Playing For Keeps 
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What's up with The Beat? You know me — maintaining, 
tryna stop slanging and banging. Man, these young dudes 
tripping. It's too late in the game for y'all to be trying to 
start hanging. These murderers will kill in their sleep. It's 
not a game out here. People playing for keeps. 

We need to start making a change because we reap 
what we sow. Get too deep in the game, then that will get 
too steep. 

-Young Mari 

From The Beat: We agree with you. Young Mari. So tell us, what are the 
changes you're planning to start making so that you climb out of this 
hole you've dug for yourself? 



Young Lion 
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Man, this that real young ninja. Man, a young head 
shatta, young lion, whatever you wanna call me, man. But 
ninjas already know me and know my squad. 

But I ain't here to talk about that. I'm here to talk 
about all these fake-ass wanna be thugs actin' like they 
be bustin chops and whatnot. But really when they ain't 
never even held one, never even seen one, just dream 
about them, feel me? 

-Young Ice 

From The Beat: If you're a young lion, you've allowed them to put you 
in a zoo to be fed, watered and tamed. So we suggest you forget about 
anyone else behind these walls with you. Stop worrying about who's 
fake and who's not (especially when your measure of fake is not playing 
with guns — behavior loved by children) and start focusing on your own 
story. We had to take out your last sentence as an inappropriate threat, 
so we think it's time for you to start dreaming about the kinds of things 
that don't lead you here. 
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Free 



The tree dryin' out like the sea 

I mean dryin' out like the streets 

I'm drivin' 'round in this heat 

The task knock my boys but they'll neva tell a peep 

I neva get a wink o' sleep 

Wishing I was free 

Don't forget about me 

I love it when it rain 'cause a thug hard to see 

I'll give you everything, no otha place I'll rather be 

I'll take my own life in this world just so my kids could 

be free 

The price of real love, 

A new snitch every day is not what real was 

Ninjas getting hundred years, them numbers for real, 

thugs 

Before the papa and the guns we was slaves 

An we still not free 
Might've made a few mil, but cha still not free 

-Butta 

From The Beat: We can't figure out all that you're trying to say, Butta. 
We can't tell if you're suggesting that the choices you (and others) 
have made are not worth the consequences, or that you have no other 
choices. (We had to take out the last line about guns, but the point is 
the same.) What do you mean that you would take your own life so 
your kids can be free? Explain. 



On My Mind 



What's up with it, Leroy? This that ninja Chris holdin' 
shhh down in the max unit, ya heard me? I got bad news 
Leroy. I caught me another charge, ya heard? 

But chea, my big bra 'bout to get out ROP in a month 
so he 'bout to be back doin' this an' that, ya know? 

I got great news on my case, some good news ya dig? 
Yeah, I know you dig it. Hopefully I get out this thang and 
get back on them streets doing what I do, but hopefully 
change a bit. 

Ann, look at chu. I ain't gone change shhh. I'm gone 
be me. Shhhh. That shhh was hella funny, huh? That 
shhh I said 'bout changing. Yeah that shhh was funny. I 
gotta go though. See ya next week! 

-Lil' Canon 

From The Beat: We took out your description of your new case because 
it could incriminate you when you face the judge. Be careful what you 
write! And no, we don't think its funny that you said you would change 
a bit. We think it shows a desire to do some maturing, to change some of 
that attitude that keeps putting you under the thumb of strangers who 
"play you." Of course, you may be telling the truth about not changing, 
but if you are, then you'll have to learn to love being locked up, because 
there will be a lot more of it in your future. 



, 



To The Islands 



What crackin' lackin' booty smackin'? This yo' boy 
Sobolo hanging on in the halls, gettin' it poppin' in here. 
I'm still in this shhh waiting to see what they gone do 
with me. They probably sending me to the islands for a 
year and come back in a 2010 or something. 

I'm thinking about telling the PO something like "se 
ufa." I really ain't trippin' about bein' in here 'cause I got 
used to this shhh. I'm just trying to get out and smoke a 
blunt. I'm glad I ain't in here fo' a murder case, 'cause I 
would 've went to da Ranch or YA. 

These halls ain't even shhh when you see the homies 
almost every day. Fo' all in the halls with me, keep yo' 
head up and do yo' time and stay solid. 

-Subolo 

From The Beat: Do you mean they are going to send you to Samoa? Who 
will you stay with? Do you want to go or stay? What do you plan to 
do there? And what do you plan to stop doing so that you don't end 
up back here? 
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The Streets Are Quicksand 
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These streets remind me of quicksand. When you're 
on 'em, you'll keep going down 'cause there's no one to 
hold on to and there's no one to pull you up. So you keep 
falling till you end up self-destructing. 

-APPLE 

From The Beat: That hand you reach out to that pulls you up is very 
important, and we're sorry you haven't found it yet. But sometimes 
you have to be your own salvation to pull yourself up before you self- 
destruct. 



Straight Up 



What's good with The Beat? This that young Dunny, 
fresh off that DRB, but I'm chillin'. Just came back from 
that court thang. But to touch on that integrity issue, I 
was on a couple of weeks ago, it was some chemistry on 
some Dexter 's Laboratory type shhh two nights ago, but 
people talk shhh all the time. The ninja didn't even know 
where I was from. Had him talking 'bout forgetting his 
own dead homie. 

But usually when ninjas talk shhh, they the type 
hiding behind guns. But for real, it's whatever 'cause 
without a gun, no matter where they at, they gonna run. 
I ain't fought in years, but it was something I felt I had to 
do, and I got a 707 case. But my cousin Tweez was more 
important than 850. 

I'm just trying to get out of this building 'cause my 
family and female need me straight up... 

-Cam Dunny 

From The Beat: We're sorry you ended up in a 707 for coming to the aid 
of your cousin. We're most interested in your telling us that you haven't 
"fought in years." That's an unusuai "confession," (and one which we 
applaud), but we're interested in how it came about that you stopped 
fighting. Did your thinking change, and if so, how? Why? 



Shady 
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I react, I attack, fake foo's they collapse 

So-called bangers want no battle 

So these snake-made vatos rattle 

Creepin' in the shadows 

Enemigas can't locate me 

No such cosa as trust 

So homies wanna call me shady 

Take the calles like a blunt 

Watch me smoke, watch me take 

Never will this jaina choke 

Take threats as a joke 

'Cause foo's ain't really talkin' 

Most of the time it's the coke 

Foo's claim to be tough 

Cross my sight, call that bluff 

Always crossin' enemy lines 

Not once, not twice but all the time 

Vatos wanna run an' vatos wanna hide 

I laugh my wicked laugh 

'Cause it happens every time 

'Til mi corazons last beat 

I ride Cortez's on my feet 

Foo's label me as shady 

Simon, I'm that lady 

-Grumpy 

From The Beat: You can claim to be down for whatever you claim to 
be down for '"til your last heartbeat," but you can't know that to be 
true. Nobody, including you, can be sure what the future holds, and we 
predict some changes in your thinking. If our prediction is wrong and 
you continue to do the things that lead you here, we make yet another 
prediction, and that is that you will be writing powerful poetry from 
behind walls for some time. We don't care what people label you, but 
we do care about your outlook on the world, and how it keeps limiting 
your choices and your future. 
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Back In This Dumb-Ass Place 
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Hey Beat, I'm back in this hell hole. I'm turning 18 May 
7, 2008, and am sitting in the hall looking at my life pass 
me by. I can't wait until I get out of here and don't come 
back here 'cause next time it's 850, the big jail. I do not 
want to see that place at all. 

I'm going back to school. Oh yeah, I have court on 
May 6th and the 8th so they need to let me out of here 
fast. Well, I have to go now. Back to the hole I go. Well, 
that's all I have to say. Love Bannana. 

-Bannana 

From The Beat: Happy birthday! Why would you do the things that let 
the system take you here more than once? What is it that you haven't 
learned yet? We hope you get it together before you taste the inside of 
850 because that is a downward slide that's hard to reverse. 



Riquel 



My day job is getting hated on 

By night, I'ma flight attendant 

Getting higher than the solar is my occupation 

Hard to avoid confrontation 

When way past bad is on this nation 

Behind these walls drive me crazy 

Makes me want to act unlike a lady 

I'm so shady you can't faze me 

Better known as "Rikki Baby" 

Getting money on the daily 

Now they stopped me 

Damn I hate it 

Free Rikk Ross 

-Rikk 

From The Beat: If you're waiting for the system to free you, you're 
looking in the wrong direction. Examine what's inside you, and you'll 
find the key to your freedom. 



It's Oil] Me Ail M] Homies 
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Wha's popping with The Beat? This be the Skip still 
broadcasting for this week! But chea, it's been brought 
to my attention due to my lack of visits, I'm starting to 
believe ain't nobody that give a flying fig about the Skip 
ninja. But that's all cool because I know I got my homies. 
My homies been writing me an all the shhh I know that 
besides the facts that people say the homies ain't got our 
backs. I wish these people would think the same, ya dig. 

-Lil' Skippa 

From The Beat: Whether there's anybody out there for you or not, our 
question is whether you are for yourself. Its up to you to keep yourself 
out of places like this, not the homies. You have to have your own back. 
Do you? 



Hit 



Damn, my ninja, I ain't felt this way in a long time 
You could see me locked away in Glen Mills for a long 

time 

Beat, the Ranch like hell, going to trial 

Give me my time at Glen Mills so I took it and smiled 

Forget it! In 18 months I'll see the sun shine, ayyy! 

Back in the city livin' life 

Able to see the fam, able to make love to the wife 

Young ninja tryna live this life. 

-Jr 

From The Beat: So, you're off to Glen Mills? What do you hope to find 
there? Will it just be a place to do your time, or do you hope to learn 
some useful things while you're there? 
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Mi Historia Bonita [My Beautiful Story] 

I came to the US on an airplane with my father when 
I was 18. We flew here to San Francisco. We lived in 
Oakland with my cousin. I don't go to school. My father, 
he came back to Honduras Dec 17. He left me with my 
cousin in Oakland. 

My cousin doesn't go to school. He work. He is 23 
years. My cousin is my friend. He never goes to jail. My 
father doesn't know I'm in juvenile hall in San Francisco. 
If he knew, he would be angry at me. 

-Anderson 

From The Beat: Are you waiting to be deported back to Honduras? What 
will you tell your father about your experience when you get there? 



Eye Opener 



Wha's up Beat? It's ya boy. Man, this topic a trip because 
it took me hella shhh to open my eyes. Well, my eyes 
been open, but it took me a while to give a damn. 

Out of all the ninjas I seen get shot, it took for my 
baby mama getting shot and my child to get killed for me 
to see that this shhh fo' real. 

Man, that's all got to say this week because I'm hot 
right now. 

-Shawny Bo 

From The Beat: You've paid a terrible price for your eyes to be open. But 
now that they are open, what do you see changing in your future? 



Friends And Family 



Friends will be with you at a party at a park, on the block 
and with you having fun. But your family will be with you 
when the fun is over and your homie snitch you out, and 
you stuck in the halls. 

Your family will still have your back. Don't mistake 
your friends from your family 'cause then you'll regret 
giving up your family for your friends. 

-Tim 

From The Beat: Do you feel that you gave up your family for your friends? 
If so, can you go back to the time when family was more important' 
What will change when you get back to your family? 



It 



X 



Well, I'ma tell you how I feel. We two keep it real. I miss 
been with my lady and doing the stuff I used to do. Well, 
y'all know what I'm talking about. 

Ya boy just holding it down. To all the ladies up in the 
halls. Back streets love. 

-Young Shadow 

From The Beat: Why is that you can send your backstreet love to the 
girls in the hall and tell us how much you miss your lady — but manage 
to put yourself in a place where there are only other males? Maybe its 
time to re-examine your priorities. 



V 



Getting Out 
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What's up with The Beat? Me, I'm cool, holding it down 
with the thugs. But man, I can't wait until I get the hell 
out of here and get back to the 'hood with the goons and 
the fam bam. You know how that go. 

I was supposed to be out this hole a couple weeks 
ago. They playing me, my ninja. It's cool, though. I do 
time, time don't do me, ya dig. But Beat, get at me. we all 
we got. 

-Na-Na 

From The Beat: We can understand why you want out of here. Who 
wouldn't? But how many times have you walked out of here, and then 
had to come back? Is this time going to be different? In what ways? 



. 
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Critical Committee 
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What's good with The Beat? Me, ANT still on the same 
shhh, feel me! Some hate me because I'm me and what 
me and them goons be about! Damn, it's about to be a 
year I been in this camp on May 16th! 

Oh, y'all know this beef is thick. Casualties of war 
every day! I gots to dedicate this to the homies! 

This ANT. I'm gone fast. Holla at me! 

-Ant 

From The Beat: We took out the list of tributes to the homies because 
its just like a list of shout-outs, which we don't allow any more. Since 
you announce that you're still down for your set, then we guess you're 
ready for more of this time you've given up, because that's what you'll 
be buying. 



Gotta Think Of Something 



Man, I been in the halls for three long weeks now. They 
got bad food, long days and cold nights. I was supposed 
to get out last Monday, but now they 'bout to send me to 
the Walden House. And man, I'm not tryna be up in there 
for four months. I'm thinking 'bout runnin', but I can't go 
back to the 'jets 'cause it's too many rollers... 
I gotta think of something! 

-LIT Pooda 

From The Beat: Here's something to think about while you're trying to 
think of something... If three weeks in this little play land is too much 
for you, then you'd better come up with better strategies than running 
away, because that's just another ticket back, only for a lot longer. Our 
advice: face the music, accept your responsibility, and get it over with. 



J 1 



Hitting Bottom 
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Well I'ma tell y'all what it do, all right. I was a lil* ninja 
running around stealing cars, robbing people, hitting 
house licks and carrying guns. That shhh finally caught 
up wit' a ninja. 

I started coming to YGC. They kept giving me chances, 
and I took advantage of it. But now look at me. I been here 
a hundred and ten days with my homies holding it down 
for me. I'm fltna do it big for the homies one time, ya dig. 

-Tray 

From The Beat: We're not sure what you have in mind to "do it big for 
the homies," but if it's more of the kind of thing that led you here, then 
be prepared for more of the same. Look carefully at where your choices 
have led you, and make an intelligent decision about the choices you 
want to make in the future. 



:es 
ou 



Love 



Love is a big word, but yeah, I'm in love. I'm in love with 
this boy. I don't know when I started loving him or why I 
started loving him. All I know is I love him. 

When he hug me, I feel so good. When he kiss me, it 
feel like I'm in heaven. When he come around I get the 
chills. I really love this boy, and I know I do. 

-Poppin' Donny 

From The Beat: Well, love is a hard thing to hold onto, especially when 
you're as young as you are. What else can you tell us about him? He 
hugs and kisses well, but what about what he talks about, what he 
thinks about? What does he think about you giving your freedom up 
to the system? 



This Change 



\ 



Change is irrelevant 

Change will have an effect on all of us 

On the birds, on the trees, on all living things 

And whether it is good or bad you just have to adjust 

Change is a must and whether it gives life or death 

You just have to adjust 

Yeah, you can [be] reluctant but you will always have 

that hate 

Change is one thing I can relate [to] because I've seen it 

happen from birth up till this date 

And one thing I've learned is that nothing will ever be 

the same 

-H man 

From the Beat: We agree that change does happen to everyone and its 
a part of life but not all change has to be negative. If things stayed 
the same all the time, life would get boring and if we were in a bad 
situation, we would never get out of it. Change is a part of life but it's a 
part of life we should look forward to and take advantage of! 



Tomorrow 



What's up Beat. It's me again. Just here chillin' with you 
guys. Well I have court tomorrow. I might get out. When 
I'm out I'm going to change my way of being. I'm gonna 
take care of my brother and sisters and familia. Spend 
more time than we ever have. Well that's it Beat! 

-Michoacano 

From The Beat: We hope you're out by now and remember what you 
promised: keep yourself out of trouble and help your family! 



Decide 



My pencil feels kinda wet 

Horny kinda wet now let 

Let me introduce her to my boy paper 

Paper he's a well-known pencil rapper 

My pencil said I have low vocabulary 

He handed me a dictionary 

And I spotted the word 'cemetery' 

As usual I blink 

Then the word makes me think 

Imagine that be my new home 

So avoid and pick up your black or chrome 

Shoot before shot in the dome 

'Cause haters be trippin' 

Trippin' when you make money flippin' 

In a nice car dippin' 

Fools wanna hear that CD skippin' 

You see these rhymes keep slippin' 

Slippin' from my brain 

From my brain to my pencil and I aim 

Trigger pulled letters burst 

Crazy if I made 'em rhyme in reverse 

But that will take some time 

Time to make 'em rhyme 

But I'm gonna let The Beat decide 

Put in the back pages and let it hide 

Or should it sneak 

Sneak in the piece of the week 

-Cisco 

From The Beat: So you want us to decide Cisco? We've reached a decision: 
this piece is worthy of being featured in the Beat! You continue to grace 
us with your thoughts.. .keep 'em coming! 
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Love 



I block my heart from love you see 

You're the only reason why 

The love you took away from me 

Is the reason why I can't fly 

My wounds been mended, always tended 

'Cause you did not want to cry 

I don't know what to say to thee 

For my love is the rhyme 

Today is the day I set myself free 

From the bottom of my mind 

Where I thought you had someone else aside 

Loving him till you die 

Now I'm on my knees saying we will be 

Together, forever we. 

-Ly 

From The Beat: We're confused, Ly. How are you going to be together 
forever if she has found someone else? Is this now a love affair that 
exists only in your mind? Can you imagine ever falling in love again 
as powerfully as you fell for her? Don't count out the possibility. Life 
is a trip. 






Double Digits 



Ninety-nine bottles of beer on the wall... just kidding. 

Ninety-nine more days though, 
Ninety-nine days 'till I get out, and I can't wait till I'm 

free 

Ninety-nine days. 

I'm not going to come back, but I'm going to remember 

this day. Peace and chicken grease. 

-Baker 

From The Beat: It seems like a magic number, but by the time you read 
this it will probably be down to sixty-six days or less. See how time flies 
when you are having fun? 



I was 



Admitting We're Wrong 

There are times with the homies when I know 
wrong and the homies were right, but I still defend myself 
because I didn't want to feel stupid. It was never a big 
problem because later I'd tell them, admit it and play it 
off by saying oh yeah! 

When I was little, I used to do this to my family and I 
still do because I don't want to get into more trouble that 
I'm in and feel even more stupid. Then, a few days later I'll 
admit it. 

-Thoum 

From The Beat: Why not tell the truth? What's the point in lying and 
then admitting your lies? Honesty is very important in real life. Try 
to be honest to people and lets see what happens. We guarantee that 
you'll be more respected. 






Jiv) Lite 



X 



Living in the halls to me is a real big eye opener, because 
when I got out the last time and my PO told me that I 
would go to the Ranch. I didn't believe him until I came 
back and the recommendation is the Ranch. So now I 
might be going to the Ranch, but I'm gonna fight it and try 
to get released on EMR 

If I'm lucky and the judge gives me another chance, 
I'm not gonna mess up my last chance. I'm gonna do good 
and get off probation. I am going to be out now, so to 
everybody in the hall stay up. 

-LIT Oso 

From The Beat: If you really want to do things right, do it. No half 
stepping! We don't see anyone forcing you not to do what's right. This 
is your choice. What's next once you go home? WE suggest you go back 
to school! 









- 



A Lil' Love Note 



X 



When it comes to true love, you're my only one. 

I know even when it's all over we still won't be done. 

You gave me my son, and millions of chances, 

came back to me every time no matter what the 

circumstances . 

Now I know how hurtful the past is 

but if we made it through that, we can make it past this. 

See things never end, the way things start, 

but girl you hold the key to my heart. 

So of course I'm gonna miss you every day we apart. 

Shhh is kinda funny 

— 'cause you stay on my mind mo' than my money. 

I know when you think about life yo' eyes get runny, 

but don't cry honey, smile and laugh please 

'cause you always have me. 

-Lonely 

From The Beat: Another amazing poem. Hopefully you can share this 
with your girl, but you can't just offer her words, you have to back them 
up with actions. 



Been Taught A Lesson 

When the light shuts off 

And reality sets in 

Time goes by, gotta strive to do good 

There's a thumping at the door 

Can't get up and answer it 

There's no doorknob connected 

There's nothing left expected 

Damn, already three-hour inspection 

My life needs correction 

I'm headed for the prison 

Where there's more tension and aggression 

It's gonna leave a lasting impression 

Beat, I've been taught a lesson 

Beat, I've been taught a lesson 



\ 






-V 

From The Beat: How has the lesson you've been taught going to change 
what's coming next in your life? Will this lesson be in time to keep you 
from going to prison? 



Hall Life 



Here at the hall, it's a big eye opener for me 'cause it's so 
boring here. I have better things to do like being with my 
family instead of being with some dude. 

You don't even know and not ever eating your mom's 
food instead eating cafeteria food, taking a shower, not 
even wearing your own the clothes, wearing the cloths 
your roommate was wearing yesterday, and using a 
blankets that got pissed on by other kids. 

That's why I rather be at home with my stuff and that's 
why I am changing, an eye opener for me. 

-Armando 

From The Beat: There is a solution to all your complaints and you know 
what is it - work for it! Work on bettering you and make better choices, 
Tell us what's the biggest eye open about being in the hall? 



Ducking And Dodging 



\ 



What's good Beat? This is ya boy Hollywood, keeping 
solid in this unit - just ducking and dodging - keeping my 
head above sea-level, ya dig. But yeah - though I got like 
five more months certain before I get out, I'm gonna keep 
light like a candle. You feel me. Catch ya later. 

-Young Hollywood 

From The Beat: Like OK. But don't blow that light out with your own 
wind, Mr. Ghosty. 
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High Times 



Hey Beat! What's up? Well I ain't really feeling your 
topics so I'm gonna write about when I was kicking it 
with my homies. 

Well this was when I was on the run. While the whole 
time, I was out I was just kicking it with my ex-jaina (ex- 
girl). When we kick it, we had a few choices. The first one 
was getting drunk, getting high or sino just smoking pure 
coca. 

Well yeah and after we were done, well, basically we 
got down to business. After that, we will go to my pad and 
hit the homies up. Then later, they'll come through and 
you know we would just roll up blunts after blunt. 

Let me tell you when we rolled up the last one. Well 
my homies had an eigth de coca (of cocaine) and we only 
had a dub of some white widow. So, yeah we rolled it up 
and the problem was my homies put hella coke on the 
blunt. When I hit it, se me entumio la (it numbed) my 
throat and I couldn't breath. I started to pass out and my 
jaina and my homies were all like "carnal you're cool? 
Who would say something when I am hal-way dying? You 
know! 

Well yeah and I got a glass of milk and se me bajo (it 
went down). I took a shower and yeah that was a trip pero 
( but the hell with it) 

My main woman is Mary Jane, so I am true to her like 
she's true to me. 

Keep your head up. 

-LIT Silent 

From The Beat: Doesn't this make you think that you could have lost 
your life for something insignificant. You gotta find a way to cool down 
with the things you are doing. Life is not a joke. You could have lost 
your life. The affected are those who suffer because of the loss. Take 
care of your life because once you lose it, its all gone. There's no coming 
back. Listen to those who want the best for you and have lived the 
experience you haven't experience yet. 



The Things That Brought Me Down 

When I was hitting bottom, I was doing stupid stuff like 
stealing cars and shoes, and just a whole lot of stuff. 
Then one day I got put on EMP, and I was still smoking, 
stealing, doing the same thing. Then I got so high, I didn't 
know what to do, so I cut my EMP bracelet and ran away. 

I was robbing people and houses just to get a few 
dollars but then I couldn't stop. Something didn't want 
me to stop. Every time I would get a adrenaline rush, I 
guess it was that that made me not want to stop. 

One day, something told me to stop in the back of my 
mind, but in the front of my mind, it had told me to do it. 
So, I did, but I didn't like it. 

One day the cops came and did a bust, but I saw it 
before it had happen. I went to the roof and had hidden. 
I thought the bust was over, so I started to go down the 
roof and then I got busted and came to juvenile hall. 

Then I made my first phone call and found out my 
niece was born that day. I broke in tears and went crazy. I 
knew this wasn't the life for me. 

Now, I am starting to change for my niece and my 
mom. When I get out, I will have a better life and put those 
people that brought me down and put them behind and 
move on. After that, that's all I got to say. Peace out and 
stay up. 

-Ruben 

From The Beat: Damn, you gone through a lot of negative events in your 
life. Now, its time to put an end to all this mess. What are your plans 
now? It's easy to say, "I'm going to change and leave past behind and 
have a better life." But, its hard to accomplish this after playing the 
game you are use to for a long period of time. What's the type of life you 
deserve? Good luck! It's time! Now! 




//// // 
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Mi Lite 



X 



I drink day and night 

And when I get drunk I wanna fight 

I get in the car and I feel all right 

I don't like to smoke weed 

It's just not me 
'Cause I don't like the high 
So I say let's party tonight 

Laying in the bed 

I'm just crazy in the head 

Police at the door trying to ruin the party 

So I get up and get the Bacardi 

Trying to get away 

I say my homie and Ray 

"Come on Spooky" they said 

I said "hold on" as I take a swig to the head 

Now I can't walk or run and I'm in the ground 

The cops catch up to me and say, "Get down" 

I think in my head, "Should I go like a G, go another 

round?" 

Now I'm locked up waiting to get out 

Next time I'll think before I act 

And that's a true fact 

Later, Beat 

-Spooky 

From The Beat: If you think before you act, you can avoid a lot of the 
drama you are experiencing. But if you drink day and night, then there's 
no way yo can think before you act because being drunk is another way 
of saying you aren't thinking. Think before you drink, and then maybe 
you can create a better future! 






Stupid Drugs 



I'm gonna write about hitting bottom. Hitting bottom that 
happen to me is when I go to parties with my friends. 

One reason is when I'm using drugs, when I'm in party 
and I get drunk, I do stupid things and I end up in jail. 

Drugs is not good for me because when I'm on drugs, 
I do stupid things. When I'm on coke, I feel like I don't 
care of my life, like if it's my last day. So, that's why I do 
my stupid things, and now I'm in jail doing time. 

Now the judge wants to give me group home because 
they think I need help with drugs, but I don't care. 

-Tiny 

From The Beat: Get help and support! Cocaine is really a dangerous drug. 
You don't have a clue what it has done to so many people. It doesn't 
respect gender, age, culture, nothing. It has destroyed so many lives 
and families. Get yourself help. Don't let yourself be another victim. 
There are programs that can help you with this issue. Take care! 



Life 



I think that I personally needed to hit bottom before I 
change. One reason is because I've been in the hall for 
hella days. I don't think I've changed my ways. 

I think this place ain't shhh. When I be saying this 
shhh that I'm saying right now, people be like you won't 
being saying getting locked up ain't shhh when you're in 
some place else like CYA. 

I understand what they trying to tell you, and I believe 
them, but I'm hard-headed. So until some thing really bad 
or serious happens where I hit bottom, I don't think I'm a 
change, because the life of crime and drugs is all I think 
I know. 

-Corn Bread 

From The Beat: We bet that if something bad happens to you, you'll wish 
you never had said this. We bet everything you got on this too. What 
are you expecting to happen to you? Get shot? Get life? Get hospitalize? 
Come on bro', life is not a joke! You don't have to wait for this to happen 
to you. Trust usl You don't want to continue down this dark sad path. 



. 
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Just Thinking 

I have a lot on my mind right now but the main things are 
my family, this guy Skitzo, and I found out that I am going 
to Colorado. I hella messed up this time and I'm hoping 
to go to Colorado and come back a changed person. It's 
going to be hard. I'm going to miss all my homies. 

The hardest part is leaving everything behind, 
including my family. I'm going to miss my great grandma, 
my mom, my brothers, my aunt Felicia and my uncle 
Anthony, and my godson Jordan. 

I do need someone or something to put me in place 
because I've been off the hook for a while and maybe 
Colorado will calm me down. I've been waiting to change 
lately because when I was on the run I was mad because 
I couldn't go to school like everyone else and my friend 
Zach who is four days older than me got a work permit 
from his school and now he has a job at Great America 
and that's what I wanted to do. 

I was tripping off this guy Skitzo but now I just don't 
really care because I need someone that will help me and 
tell me to do good instead of influencing me to do bad. 

Well Beat that's all the time I have for now and to 
everyone just keep your heads up. 

-Corina 

From The Beat: Finding someone who will influence you to do good 
sounds like a great plan, but how come you just can't influence 
yourself? 






loi'l Blue 



My knees been aching, always shaking 

Trying hard not to fall 

For the crisis I been through 

We're always so sinful 

To the people that have died 

You are never forgotten 

It is always so shocking 

To realize that you've gone 

Now... to the mothers and fathers 

Who've lost another daughter 

Don't blame it amongst yourselves 

I'll be the heaven's treasure 

Answer all the prayers 

To end it once and for all 

There will be less violence 

For I will be defiant 

To see the love in all 

-Ly, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: As usual, Ly, you give us food for thought. Are you 
looking for the love in all? Are you finding it? 



tie 



Eye Opener 

An eye opener for me is when I got locked up this time 
for assault with a deadly weapon. I also received a strike 
and gang enhancement. So now I only have two more 
chances to mess up before I do 25 with a L. And the gang 
enhancement doubles my max time from nine years to 
eighteen years. 

To me, that is a real eye opener. It opened my eyes in 
a way, but I do what I got to do. So this just means I got to 
be smarter about my stuff. 

-LIT S 

From The Beat: Hmmm, it seems like all you learned from this really 
serious lesson was that you need to be more careful to hide your crimes. 
If you do end up doing a life sentence one day, you won't have to be 
"smart" about your stuff anymore but you sure will have a lot of time 
to think about how you could have just focused on making a smarter 
change. 



- 



Eye Opener 



\ 



Yeah, I have had an eye opener. My eye opener happened 
about last year. It was when I got out of juvenile hall and 
I was facing six years, and I just found out I was having a 
baby so I was tripping hard. 

I prayed every night that I would be there for my baby 
and I wouldn't lose the case. So my prayers came true — I 
won the case and didn't get locked up, but I messed up 
myself this time by coming in, but yeah, that's my eye 
opener. 

-Gary and Ruby 

From The Beat: It seems like having a child is very important to you, so 
maybe getting an OT to see your baby be born will be the big moment 
of change for you that will stick. 



The Only Hnic 
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Weak individuals often give up and put things in God's 
hands. But me? Nah, see I go hand in hand with God. He 
carries me with him and I carry him with me. I watch my 
back while he handles what lies in front of me. 

He's my only real true homeboy, the only one who 
does my time with me. So to all who reside inside, stay 
down and forget everybody else because the Lord is with 
you. 

-Lonely 

From The Beat: This is really beautiful. Have you ever thought of 
becoming a preacher, you have such a way with words that maybe you 
could use that to help others? 



Leonardo and George 
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Just last week I heard bad news about my two uncles 
being captive. They passed away last month on March 21, 
2008. My mother told me at a visit. 

It hurts to know my two best uncles aren't here 
anymore. I didn't want to believe my mom. She had told 
me that they were just kidnapped so I wasn't tripping. I 
still had hope for them and believed they were still alive. 
It gets me mad that the people who killed them didn't ask 
for a ransom or anything. They just did it for no reason. 

I hope my mother is doing ok, and that God is helping 
her through her pain. 

To my best and hilarious uncles, I love you and I'll 
keep you in my heart forever. Save me a spot in heaven. 
I love you Tios. To my little brother who's in here, I love 
you and keep your head high. Peace. 

- Victor 

From the Beat: The random of suffering that we humans go through is 
certainly frustrating. We hope that uncles are resting in peace and that 
God is helping your mom through her pain. There are many things we 
don't have control over. All we can do is to make the right choices 
the area of our lives where we do have control. 



U 



Wronp Admittance 

There were plenty of times when I was wrong but didn't 
admit it. I should have learned but didn't. I didn't stop 
lying 'till I realized my lies were hurting my parents, and 
it still took some time after that to stop. I was so used to 
not telling the truth that it just came naturally. 

The truth finally came out and I admitted everything. 
I was so sick of hurting my loved ones with my lies. I 
decided to change, then I got locked up. It's practice in 
here to act accordingly. I will change for good after this 
test of God is done. Peace and chicken grease, Beat. 

-B 

From The Beat: Wow B, your serious side! Exciting. It sounds like you are 
putting it down and learning some things in here in between getting in 
fights and eating snickers bars. 
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Hitting Bottom Is Here In Juvenile 

I think going to Juvenile Hall is like hitting bottom. 
And my mom always told me I should take other people's 
experiences, but I always learn by my own experiences, 
but this will be my last time in here. Anyway, I hope I get 
out soon. 

-Matt 

From The Beat: We hear you on this one. Matt: sometimes we can hear 
something a million times, but until it happens to us, we'll never learn. 
If we want to live that's not full of pain and suffering, though, we 
sometimes need to force ourselves to trust other people's experiences so 
that we don't have to learn the hard way. Let them do it for us, and use 
their experience not only to help ourselves, but to make their suffering 
worthwhile. So often people want to help us, but we have to be willing 
to let them, which isn't always easy. Sometimes its really hard, and in 
your situation, they want to help you by showing you their experiences, 
and saying, "Don't make the same mistakes we did!" But you have to be 
open and willing to listen. 



On The Ron 



Well, what's up Beat? I'm back. Man, I was on the run 
for well over one year. It was crazy. I went through a lot. It 
gets tiring - always having to watch your back. Well, I got 
a few months in this drastic place and I'm tired of being 
here. Well, all right, later... 

-Cassondra 

From The Beat: Sixteen months of worrying and wondering what's 
around the next corner, and what's behind you. You'd be free by now, 
if you'd done your time. So commit yourself to learning and reflection 
during these next four months. Walk out of here with the good feeling 
of having paid your debt to society. And with the sense of security that 
comes with not having to worry who's at the door. 



Goodbye 



x 



What's good Beat. Well, this is my last ever Beat. I'm 
getting out Saturday for sure. I was supposed to get out 
last April, but that didn't work out because, you see, I got 
special circumstances. 

I get out when my baby is born. Well, he's being really 
stubborn. He's a week and a half over my due date, so this 
Saturday they are going to induce me because he doesn't 
want to come out on his own. 

Well, when I get out I can't come back because first 
off, they told me they will just take my kid, and I could 
never just LET them. I would catch a case, so therefore, I 
need to change for my son and myself. If not, I'm going to 
be prison bound, and that aint happening. 

So goodbye Beat, and everyone else. There will be no 
next time. 

-Mona 

From The Beat: We've been asking, and we know that you have a 
healthy baby now. And we are so glad for you. Check us out "online". If 
you don't have a computer in your home, you can use one at the library. 
Punch up: www.thebeatwithin.org. We wish you and your baby the 
very best. Keep in touch. Let us know how things are going. 



Admitting We're Wrong, Depends 
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Well today's topic is about admitting that you're wrong. 
It depends what the situation is about admitting you're 
wrong. Well if I am wrong then I'll admit to it. I'm not 
going to lie about something I don't really know about. 
Like I said it depends on the situation. Alright, I'm out 
Beat. 

-Ja 

From The Beat: What do you mean by depends on the situation. That 
could be said about anything; you need to be more specific for that to 
mean anything. You also make it seems like when you're wrong, you 
immediately admit to it, and that's that. You would probably agree that 
it's more difficult than you make it seem. Give us some more to work 
with next time. We want to hear your voice, not just a couple lines that 
don't really have any meaning. 



- 



My Heart Sank 



\ 



You're from there and I'm from here. 

The first time I met you, my heart sank. 

You gave me these feelings unable to explain. 

The only reason we started talking 

is because we were supposed to have a session, 

but as I started to get to know you, you had me wanting 

to do things that I would later want to start confessing. 

Like how you look with them honey colored eyes, 

and the way you knew how to treat me on my birthday. 

The first day I was locked up you wrote me, 

and my ex beezie didn't even do that. 

I got hella love and respect for you 

because unlike these other females, you stay true. 

You stay on my mind hecka much. 

-Nessa 

From The Beat: Some pretty cool rhymes in this piece, Nessa. But 
otherwise, we ask that you send personal notes, like this, directly to 
the object of your affections. The Beat is your opportunity to talk to 
thousands of folks at a time. Talking to just one person doesn't make 
maximum use of the opportunity. 






Faith 



Faith can move mountains, 

Faith can change lives, 

Faith can heal suffering, 

Faith can open eyes. 

Give us faith, Lord, 

To trust in your ways. 

Walk beside us and guide us, 

For all our days. 

-Niko 

From The Beat: We don't want to comment on anyone's religious faith. 
But we do wonder if this is a prayer / poem you wrote, or one that you 
have come to appreciate. If the latter is the case, it's important to give 
credit to the rightful author. 






The Ranch 



ive 
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Dang, there's a big waiting list for the Ranch. I'm going to 
be gone for a cool-ass minute here and go to the ranch for 
about six to eight months. Dang, I hella miss my familia 
and my love Luis. To everybody that knows me in here: 
keep your heads up and live one day at it time. God bless 
everybody. 

-Keila 

From The Beat: Keila, you seem to be keeping a cool head in the face of 
all the time you are going to be serving. You are an inspiration to all. 



Pressure 



I've felt pressure from skating. 

I was skating in a contest in San Jose 

at a new park and there was so many people there 

and some big companies who were sponsors 

so I know I needed to go big 

but when it came time for me to bust it 

I was like a monkey on my back that I couldn't get off 

but I dropped in did fatty airs got with it and went for a 

star set. 

So I popped up hit the rail and ate shhh. 

I broke my arm and leg. 

I remember feeling like that was it, 

all my sponsors dropped me. Later Beat 

-Born to Skate 

From The Beat: Man, this is painful to read. Sometimes the pressure 
gets to us and we try to do more than we should. How do you think 
professionals deal with all that pressure: the cameras, the fame, 
everything riding on just a few moments? Do you like it or do you shy 
away from it? 




. 



f 
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Being Wrong 

When people are wrong most people try to deny that 
they are wrong to see if they can get themselves out of 
the crime that they committed. When you do something 
and it's bad and you get caught for it, once you get the 
discipline that's when you get that epiphany and regret 
what you did. 

When you hit the bottom you feel like shhh, and feel 
like your whole world is crushed and you feel all alone 
and you know your so-called friends tell you that they'll 
help you out when you get in trouble and fill you up with 
a whole bunch of bullshhh. That's when you realize that 
you have hit bottom but then again you see the only 
person getting you out of trouble is your mother - the 
one that raised and cleaned you're ass when you were a 
baby. 

I know some people don't have that chance to say 
that about their mother, but since my mom raised me and 
brought me up as a good kid its hurts the shhh out of her 
to see her baby in Santa Clara County Juvenile Hall. 

-D 

From The Beat: Knowing how hard it is for your mother seems like it 
will be a good lesson to help you stay out of here the next time you 
hit bottom. 



The Next Person That Takes Over My Cell... 

What's up Beat? It's that one and only crazy female 
coming at you today. I'm writing about what would I tell 
another female that takes over my cell. 

First of all I move rooms every two days to another 
cell - haha - anyhow, what I would tell that one female 
that goes into my cell is just take it day by day, and listen 
to the staff. The more you argue with them the more time 
you'll be in your room. That's all today Beat. Late! 

-Karina 

From The Beat: We can't argue with that advice. We'll pass it on. 




It's My Life! 

I should try to change my life by heart and soul. 

After, I need to change my attitude towards life. 

I need to choose a different path to proceed on. 

The path that I'm following right now is not the right 

one, but I keep following it. 

I'm not going to say that I don't know, because I do. 

But I love living this life, 'till my soul leaves my body. 

QUE NO!!! 
I know that doing good would be good for me and my 

family. 

When I have my own family it would be better for the 

both of us. 

But I don't think that's going to happen. 

If you don't like, I don't really care, because it's my vida 

loca. 
I live life day by day. I don't care about what anybody 

says. 

I'll be out on release day doing the same shhh. 

Doing jail time is part of my life. 

I don't trip. Got to go. Stay up 

- D-P 

From the Beat: If you don't think it's going to happen, it probably won't. 
But we think that you do have a great opportunity to turn your life 
around. Grab it. We all have desires in our hearts that we know are 
wrong, but we have to fight them. If we win, then we will have better 
lives. Not all our enemies are from the outside. Sometimes we have to 
fight that bad part inside us, so the good part of us will shine. We see 
a lot of good in you, so let it take over the bad. 



\ 



Her 



X 



When I first got in jail, I never thought I would miss 
someone so much, that person would be my girlfriend, 
Moleka. Why? Because she was always there and never 
left my side. I had talk to her about many things. 

Now I miss her and she is waiting for me. I think of 
her everyday and wonder what is she doing. Right now 
she is probably doing homework. I hope she won't think 
of me wrong. I hope she won't have any doubts. 

Hopefully when I'm out, it would be the same as 
before. Until then, I would wait until my court date. 

-Matthew 

From The Beat: She has been there for you, but you're not there for her. 
You care for her, right? Show it! Take care of yourself Matthew, get out 
of the system and do something productive with your young life! 






That One Persoi 

It's sad what love will make you do for that one person. 
I'm loving someone who don't give a shhh about me. This 
one person told me he would love me forever and nothing 
would ever come between us. 

I was going to get a ring on Christmas, but we both got 
locked up on December 12, 2007. That one person hurt 
me so bad and told me so many lies. I gave up everything 
for him, but I just want to thank you for opening my eyes 
and making me a stronger person inside. I just stopped to 
think that maybe he'll learn to appreciate me, but he ain't 
ever gonna change my love. 

I'm gonna love him and he'll always have a place in my 
heart. I hope you do good in Pennsylvania so you could 
come home to me. I just need to get all my shhh together, 
do what I need to do and be there for my loved ones. I love 
this one person so much and he knows I do. 

I took the fall for him, but would he ever do something 
like that for me? I love you, baby boy. I really, really do. 
I just pray to God that this opens your eyes and lets you 
know that what you got is so damn good and my love is 
real and to not let it go even if we do just have to be good 
friends, but that's just something that I hope for. I love 
you baby, now its your turn to prove your love to me. 

-Alicia 

From The Beat: Loving someone should be unconditional, but this is 
very difficult to achieve. Imagine if we could all love each other without 
"wanting" anything in return. It seems like you expect your lover to pay 
you back for taking the fall. 



. but what can he do? 



- 



My Right Butt Cheek 

I'm going to talk about my brother. Well, I been locked 
up for a couple months and I hella miss my brother. I love 
my brother Ray so much. I don't know what I'd do without 
him. I look up to my brother. He always helps me out. He 
sets good examples for me. 

Yeah, he made mistakes too, but he changed his life 
around. He's doing much better everyday. I just pray that 
god is with him and nothing bad happens to him. 

My brother came to visit me a couple weeks ago and 
damn, that visit made me feel so good. I felt much better 
when I saw him. When I hugged him, I kind of felt sad. I 
hella miss my brother. I can't wait until I see him again. 
My brother means the world to me. I mean he's the right 
to my wrong and my other half. Well I think of him a lot. 
So that's it for now so to all stay up. 

-M 

From The Beat: The best thing about this piece might be the title 
because we've heard of people referring to their close friends as "their 
right hand" but never in such a colorful way. 
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If You Knew Me 
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What's cracking with the Beat? If you knew me, you 
would know I'm hella cool to chill. I mentioned it before 
but ... I tell it like it is and you should already know what 
I look like. Damn, I'm sexy! LOL. 

It's crazy to know that I have a special someone that's 
just a couple of doors down, ain't that some shhh, que- 
no? 

Anyways, I heard my bro got out. Can't wait to chill 
with him in the outs and drink a 40! Ha ha! 

Damn, they're trying to send me to CYA for two years. 
Ain't that some shhh? I don't wanna go but what could 
I do? I just lay down on my bed I just think about hella 
shhh that goes through my mind. 

I came across that this one and particular poem in 
the Beat that I hella liked. It made me feel a tingle inside. 
I hella liked it because the words were hella deep and 
strong. You are really intelligent - don't let that go to 
waste! Take care. Hope to hear from you soon. 

Well, I'm gonna cut this short. Stay up. Kinda like 
that oldie: "You can't keep a good man down!" Ha ha! 
Lates. Much love and respect. 

-Lil' Ezzy 

From The Beat: It is nice to see how creativity and passion in one person 
can inspire the same in another. Keep it up. As for going to CYA, you 
have plenty to work on, the road will not be easy, so get your game 
right and mind right! 



When You Come Here 



When people come to jail, they don't really think on 
what they are missing out on life until they stay some 
time. That's when they start to miss their moms and 
dads, family, brothers and sister. 

Later, we start to get tired of doing the same thing 
everyday and wearing other people's clothes and you just 
get tired of it. 

-Noodles 

From The Beat: Are you tired of this? If so, what are you doing to better 
the life you have? Do you think about what you are missing out on? 



What Up Beat! 



I look forward to a lot of things when I get out. One of 
the things I look forward to is spending time with my 
family and my man. I love him so much. I miss him a lot. 
When I get out I'm going to be good, but if I gotta handle 
something, I'll handle it. And I'll be more slick about my 
shhh. Well Beat, I got to go. To all - take care 

-Becky 

From The Beat: We wonder what you mean by "handle". The warning 
bells started ringing when we saw the way you used it. Our advice 
- walk away from situations that could escalate into something that 
could send you back to the hall. It takes more courage to walk away 
than to respond in the tired old way - the way that earned you a small 



locked room. 



Mad 



Damn, I'm still here six months, plus maybe two more, 
plus Ranch, five at least - a whole year. But they wanna 
count by sentence, not the beginning. I shouldn't have 
gone to trial. So yeah "Don't worry, be happy OOOOO" 
etc, etc. So, basically I lied about leaving. Listen! Don't 
worry be happy! Late. 

-S 

From The Beat: Ever notice how lies are like the tortoise in that old 
story about the race between the tortoise and the hare. Lies always 
seem to catch up. They are the endurance champions of language. 



X 



Rook Bottom 
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Hitting rock bottom for me is watching people slowly but 
surely start messing up. I personally have seen friends 
start drinking so much that it is such a part of them. 

Now I can't even be around them because I know 
where they're going and rock bottom isn't where I want to 
be. 

-Born to Skate 

From The Beat: So what do you do when you see this happening to your 
friends? Sometimes its probably a good idea to just walk away so they 
don't drag you down with them, but when is it also your obligation, as 
a friend, to say something? 



afi 
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Easier 



My life is easier than my parents'. They had it rough and 
had the strength to do better for me and my sisters. Me, 
I have everything I want, but don't appreciate it. That's 
why I'm in this position. I'm a new man now, though. I am 
going to do better for myself and family. 

-Lil' Louie 

From The Beat: Sometimes it takes a while to appreciate our gifts. 
Sounds like you may have learned an important lesson. We hope so. 



This Time 
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I think this time getting locked up is really helping me 
out — it's really helping me see the light because when I 
was out I was smoking weed every day, I was trying to do 
good, to go to school every day, get a job, but I ended up 
getting locked up. 

This time I'm here, I'm trying hard to get into the 
books, I'm sober, not smoking, I'm just doing my time 
and getting my credits, and feeling good. Hopefully I will 
get a job while I'm here and get out and handle business 
like I was staying sick-minded. 

-C 

From The Beat: It seems like you feel as though being locked up is really 
helping you stay sober, but maybe you should have a plan to stay sober 
when you get out otherwise it might be too easy to slip. 






- 



Not Stressing Too Much 

Hey, what's up Beat? I came back because I was on the 
run but its cool 'cause my family worried and wanted 
me to do what's best for me because I'm prego. Yup, I'm 
soon to be a Mama. Ha ha! B My man Dizzy is happy 
and waiting for me on the outs, but I might go to the 
Ranch, but I'll only be there for 6 months 'cause my PO is 
being cool about it, but my days in here are stressing me 
'cause I'm worried about my family and my baby's daddy 
but there's drama up in here but when is there not drama 
in J-hall? 

I've been thinking of my brothers - even my little one, 
Phillip, 'cause he's been running away just because he 
doesn't want to be home but I just hope and pray he's 
okay and keeps his head up. 

I just want my brother Steven to stop telling my 
mom shhh and how she shouldn't talk to me, but it's all 
good. Well, I'm not stressing that much 'cause my girl 
talks to me and I grew up with her, so it's cool being with 
somebody that I know from way back. 

Well, I'm going to make this short, but to all: keep 
your heads up. 

-R 

From The Beat: R, you are always thinking about your brothers, which 
is sweet, but perhaps you should also spend time really worrying about 
yourself and your future. 
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My Friend Is Hitting Bottom I Know When To Admit My Wrongs 



I have a friend that is "hitting bottom." He is 19 years 
old and all he does is smoke and rob people. He's been in 
and out of jail since the age of 15 and he can't stop going 
to jail. 

He's old enough to get a job, but he smokes so much 
weed that he's too lazy to go out and look for a job. 

He just robs liquor stores and robs people on the 
street. But that's not doing anything but putting him in 
jail, and he doesn't realize it. 

When I get out of the Ranch I would like to help him 
to achieve if he's not locked up. I would go out and look 
for a job with him, so that we can both stay out of jail and 
get off probation. 

I would also try to get him to stop smoking weed. But 
if he doesn't want to, I would try to tell him to slow down 
on it and not smoke as much. 

- Lionel 

From the Beat: We're really glad to see that you want to help your 
friend. The world needs more of that - people working together to help 
each other through life. Just remember that in the end each person 
makes his own choices. So even if you're friend doesn't turn around, 
don't lose hope. Just do your best to better your life. Good luck with 
helping your friend and your self! 






My Girl 

I be postin' up at 

times, 

wishing you were still 

mine 

with those beautiful 

eyes 

And we both know that 

You are 1 of a 

Kind 

But I chose to lie 

And I chose to cheat 

But then again that's why 

There ain't no more of 

I miss you deeply 
Sometimes I don't know how 
To act. 
But don't rip homeboy 
My baby got back. 

-Monstro 

From The Beat: Your ex-girl would appreciate the emotion in this piece. 
You admitted some of the wrongs you did to her (lie and cheat). Do you 
feel like you learned your lesson? What can you say to all those out 
there who cheat or think about cheating? 



You and me. 



How I'm Living In The Hall 

What's good!!!! Me, I'm doing cool right about now. Just 
fine, I never felt this good while being in the hall. The 
people I be around just be havin' me laughin'. I'm stress 
free and I'm so happy. I think I'm leaving to the Ranch 
in July. I'ma be locked up for my birthday. That hella 
sucks. 

I get out around December "08," or January "09." 
They can't hold me down forever. I'ma get out, get my stuff 
together, get back in shape so I can do my sports again. 
I meet a lot of people but there are only two IMPORTANT 
people that are going to go farther than the Hall. Well I'ma 
get of here. 

-Sephina 

From The Beat: Hey, you didn't tell us you were an athlete - did you? 
What's your sport? 



Well, when I was younger and started to get locked-up I 
blamed everything on everything else except myself! Even 
though I realized that it's my fault which is my epiphany. 
Now I admit my wrong doing and try to correct it by 
saying sorry. But the only time I don't admit is when I get 
locked up for a charge. I do this because most of the time 
you could get a lesser sentence if you just wait a bit! Well 
Beat this is a weird topic because I only admit to certain 
things! Well Beat that's it for now! Much love... 

-Young Outlaw 

From The Beat: It looks like you've exposed a real flaw in the "system." 
Isn't it hypocritical for society to encourage you to admit you are wrong, 
but in the courts, where lives are altered forever, it makes more sense 
to not admit you're wrong? Sounds pretty messed up. Tell us some more 
about what you think about that. We also want to know about what 
has changed with you that has now made you start admitting to more 
things, unlike when you were younger. Is it getting locked up? Is it 
something else? 



- 



Back At Them 
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Crease in my pants, 

as I dance with the devil, 

used to ride a bike only had one petal, 

broke as a joke, 

no Nike kicks. 

I started coming up selling five dollar hits, 

I'm a flip it like a script. 

No, I'm not stupid, never have been, 

they locked up my kind now they all laughing, 

wishing I would die, as my girl cries 

I always know they would be coming for me 

but my comeback 's going to be something to see. 

-Casper 

From The Beat: You flow really well, especially given the amount of time 
it took to write this piece. The only thing we want to know more about 
is "the comeback." Can you make that comeback non-violent? Are there 
any other ways to come back at those who are coming for you? 



1J 



Hold On To That Soap! 



What's up Beat? Today's topic is the next person to 
occupy my cell. I would tell them whenever they're going 
to take a shower don't drop the soap. Try not to think 
about the time the hours the minutes and the years. Try 
to imagine this is like camp and remember if you can't do 
the time don't do the crime. Till next time. 

-Spooky 

From the Beat: Short but to the point. 



They Say.... 

They say they got your back 

And that they're down 

But when it comes to it 

They ain't no where to be found 

It's cool though homie 
What goes around comes around 

Remember that when you're 

On lock down. Speak no words 

If the Y ain't true, play no games 

It's up to you. All bull aside - 

You're either not, or you're 

Down to ride. 

-Suzie 

From The Beat: Good writing. But we must add - some 'rides' take you to 
places you'd rather not be, when alls said and done. Best to think about 
the destination before you hop aboard. 




7i*frM*kd?i MMumrm ///// 




//// // 



Change Is Hard 



And still I see no change 

All I see is struggle n pain 

Seen so many things in this game I'm surprised I ain't 

insane 

From gang fights to high speeds 

With nothing to gain but a little respect 

So remember the name... 

And yet I see no change 

All I see is hate from my race 

I love to stand in the rain 'cause it washes the tears from 

my face 

Hopin' for better days 

Steady trying to find new ways 

But I'm addicted to this game 

So my boots remain laced 

-Chimy 

From The Beat: We hope you don't give up Chimy. Even though you see 
everything staying the same, change can happen and it can happen to 
you. Sometimes we have to be our own agents of change and take it 
upon ourselves to make what we want to see a reality. 



Check-In 
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What's up Beat. Well I'm just checking in with you 
guys. 

Well I've been cool, just chillen' in max. Well my case 
kind of went down the drain now because they did a test 
on me. 

When I first got here they tested me for gun powder 
on my hands and fingers. Well that test came up positive 
for gun powder so there's no way I can lie and say I was 
nowhere near the scene. 

I go to court soon to see if I'm gonna go through adult 
court. I ain't really trippin' (well maybe a little). I'm just 
happy that I ain't gonna face life like some in this unit. 
Hopefully they beat their case too and hopefully mine 
gets dropped to a lower charge. 

Well I'm gonna let you go Beat and Beat readers. Much 
love to my Javi, and my sis-in-law Troubles. 

-Cisco 

From the Beat: We're sorry your case doesn't look as hopeful as you might 
have hoped. Thanks for the update and let us know what happens. We 
hope if anything you learn how precious life is, and how much you 
could have thrown away because of a poor choice on your part. Use this 
time to teach and prepare for a better future. 









Escape 



The difference about the world is not very different 

from when I was growing up. 

Sure human minds development and made 

sophisticated things 

but there will always be war, murder and other wrong 

things done to innocent people. 

It's a messed up way of looking at it but this is reality. 

And juvenile hall is where I am. 

And prison is where I'm possibly headed. 

How I deal with stress in this stressful environment, 

this world, this place. 

My mind, education, I take my mind for a drugless trip 

and leave this stressful environment, situation, 

taking my knowledge and imagination with me. 

-Vigil 

From The Beat: It seems like you have given up on changing your life 
so you don't keep heading down the path you're on. If you give up on 
yourself, what's left? Although things look bleak now, there is always 
room for growth and change. The fact that you can escape by reading 
and gaining more knowledge is an awesome way to keep yourself 
hopeful. 



Admitting We're Wrong 



\ 



It's hard to admit you're wrong. Sometimes because you 
don't want people to look at you wrong. Some things you 
might admit might make people think you're crazy or just 
weird. And sometimes we defend ourselves because we 
don't want to get in trouble. Like sometimes when you're 
in court you don't tell the truth all the time. And you 
don't tell the truth because you don't want to be here. But 
there's some times when you can admit you're wrong. 

Like for me I don't like to lie to my mom or dad. And 
if I do lie to my mom I usually go back later and tell her 
the truth. Well there's sometimes when you can admit 
you're wrong and sometimes when you don't want to 
admit you're wrong. But it's up to you. I'm out. 

-sg 

From The Beat: Do you think we should always admit we're wrong? Is 
it ok that we can admit we're wrong if it benefits us but we can't admit 
we're wrong when it could hurt us? What about facing up to what we've 
done? Think about it... 



The Day When I Get Out 



They day I get out, I'm going to try and stay out because 
I got a family on the way. My girl is pregnant. She is six 
months so instead of wasting my time in here, I could be 
out there with my baby and my girl. So that's what I'm 
going to do when I get out. 

-Frosty 

From The Beat: Sounds like a good plan. Frosty. You're right when you 
say you don't have to be wasting your time in here. We know you will 
care for your family when you get out. And, as usuai, the question is 
how will you stay out so you can spend time with your family 
times? 



ion is 
at all 



Wrong 



I remember when I had to admit I was wrong when I got 
a tattoo on my face. When I got it, I thought it would be 
coo', but then I finally realized that I was in the wrong, 
'cause I thought, "How am I going to get a job with a big 
tat on my face?" So I had to admit I was wrong. 

-M 

From The Beat: Thanks for the thoughtfulness. In four sentences, we 
can gauge that you have a large amount of maturity. Realizing a wrong 
is a huge step in anyone's daily life. Is there anything you think you can 
do to right that wrong? Where can you go from here? 



This Life Of Miie 



- 



What's up Beat? Today's topic that I'm going to write 
about is your life easier than your parent's life. 

My mom's life was kind of easy even though her mom 
wasn't there. But her dad spoiled her and got her whatever 
she wanted. 

My life is not easy. I had no one to look up to when I 
was little. My parents were not together. It was hard for 
me. I had no father or brother, just three sisters 

The strongest male role model was my homie 
Achubbos. He been there for me when I w needed help. 

My dad is back and he been visiting me and he's 
starting to be my role model. 

He noticed that I needed someone to be here with me. 
He was locked up and he started thinking about what he 
was doing and that he needed to change. 

-Jr 

From the Beat: We're glad your dad had come back into your life. Even 
though he might not have been there for you growing up, at least he 
can be here for you now. Life is never easy but sometimes it takes some 
people a longer time to figure out what they need to be doing. Keep 
focusing on the future, no matter what your past was like. 



. 




Hitting The Bottom 



Hitting rock bottom, 

I've hit rock bottom many of 

times. 

I've hit it so much, 

I feel like I'm dragging and 

dragging. 

I want to stop but every time I 

get out, 

I turn right back to doing wrong. 

I see my family hurting more and more every year, 

I've been locked-up almost a dozen times. 

The first time it was funny, 

Now it's just sad. 

I'm going crazy, I'm getting real mad. 

I've got to look at this cell every night, 

It's pretty hard to admit, 

But I've kinda got used to it already. 

I've been here six years, 

I can't be here anymore 'cause they're kicking me out. 

So now I'll go to the big house, 

And they probably won't let me out. 

- Carlos 

From The Beat: We appreciate your honesty, but you're acting like 
a victim. You've "been here for 6 years". Why didn't you realize the 
consequences 5 years ago? We believe that you can still change your 
life, the decision is yours. Do you have what it takes? 



//// // 



Life 
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Life's a witch then you die, 

cops tryin' to lock me up for getting' high. 

I ain't no criminal I just want to be free 

to be me 

get stupid dumb and a HI' hyphy. 

I know they just hate me 'cause they ain't me, 

yeah they want to profile too, 

but hey can't d it when they try to get stupid. 

It don't look cool, 

ooh they going to make me act a fool, 

why should I suffer for being me for being great 

for blowin' grapes profilin' in my scrape, 

yeah the hate 

yaddadamean! 

- Cool 

From The Beat: Well if cops are trying to lock you up for getting high 
we suggest you put the drugs and alcohol away and do something 
productive with your life instead standing around the hood waiting for 
problems to happen. 
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I've been locked-up almost a dozen times. 

The first time it was funny, 

Now it's just sad. 



-MW1MM 



My Goodbye 



X r 



Hey Beat. It's Friday night here at the hall. We are writing 
for The Beat. I say this because on Monday I am getting 
out, at noon. I am going to be released on the monitor 

and I know that I am going to do good. I've just 
turned 18 and if I mess up, they will not give me more 
opportunities. I know that when I get out, negative peers 
and such could come around. But I intend to stay in a 
straight path and do good. I will pay my restitution and 
stay out of trouble. 

So Beat, that's all I have to say. I really want to thank 
The Beat Within, and everybody who supports it. By the 
time you guys read this, I'll be on the outs and probably 
off the monitor. So Beat - stay up and keep your shoulders 
straight. And the same to everyone. 

-Jose 

From The Beat: Its been a pleasure to work with you Jose. We'll never 
forget that short, perfect poem you wrote about your father. We've 
shown it to many people. We wish you well. Please keep in touch with 
us, by regular mail, or by email. You know how to do it. 



Different From Theirs 
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I think my mom and dad had harder lives, in some 
ways, than mine. They had to come from Mexico and 
had nothing, and no one to help them out. On the other 
hand, I had lots of opportunities and never took one of 
them. So my life is like this because I chose the gang 
life. I'm always in and out of juvenile hall. I could've been 
something different, but I like my life. 

-Osvaldo 

From The Beat: Its important to like your life, to recognize it as a gift. 
It's also important to recognize mistakes and to make an effort not to 
repeat them. We hope you've reached the point where you're ready to 
make some fundamentally different kinds of choices, better choices, 
choices that will make you and your family happier. 



Strolling 



As I stroll through my alley where the homies are at, 
kicking up dust from the gravel, gunshots sound like 

firecrackers. 

I have a feeling something's going to happen tonight. 

I see the homies standing under the streetlight, tripping 

out on the helicopters. 

Oldies are rumbling out of the radio. 

I hear whistles and echos. "Q-vo Monster". 

Hours pass. 

Everyone's doing nothing - just drinking and getting 

high. 

A car rolls up. "Where you from?" 

I reach for my lady. 

"Homie, don't act dumb." 

The homboys rushed. Then the car took off. And then I 

woke up. 

Thank God it was all a dream. 

-M 

From The Beat: You aren't responsible for what happens in a dream, 
even though it's your dream. So we won't comment on your piece, except 
to say - you had us going. We didn't know how this one was going to 
Good writing. 



end. 



My 



J L 



Parents' Lives 

I think my parents' lives were harder than my life. If 
my life is going wrong, it's because I chose this. But my 
parents have told me that when they were young they 
went through a lot of hard times. I really don't want to 
talk about them. But if my life is going wrong right now, 
it's because I chose this path. 

-Leo 

From The Beat: You believe, then, in the power of choice. That's good. It 
means you can make other choices, better choices - if you want to. 



. 
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Las Drogas 



La verdad es que conozco a muchos e incluso yo soy una de 
esas personas que usan drogas. Lo que pasa con nosotros es 
que consumimos droga y tomamos alcohol porque no tenemos 
familia aqui quien nos aconsejen y nos manden a la escuela. 

Ojala que cuando regrese afuera ya no siga en las drogas y 
decirles a mis amigos que no sigamos en esto. 

From The Beat: Para dejar las drogas y el alcohol, tienes que estar 
seguro de dejarlos. En el ultimo parrafo no se nota tu seguridad. Sino te 
alejas ahorita que estas empezando, se te puede hacer dificil despues. 
La option es tuya. 



Drugs 



The truth is that I know many including myself; I am one of 
those who use drugs. What happens to us is that we use drugs 
and drink alcohol because we don't have any family members 
who can give us advice and sent us to school. 

I hope not to keep using drugs when I get out, and ask my 
friends not to be doing the same thing. 

-Notan, San Francisco 
From The Beat: To quit drugs and alcohol, you have to be sure that you 
are going to quit. We notice your insecurity in your last paragraph. If 
you don't quit now, it can become harder later. The choice is yours! 



Lo Que Me Paso 
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Hola mi historia viene desde muy lejos. Aveces pensamos 
con los pieces. Nos damos cuenta de las cosas cuando 
venimos. Aqui no nos tartan bien. 

Cuando yo estaba pequeno, mi madre no tenia lo 
necesario porque eramos pobres. 

Cuando me vine de mi pais de Honduras, no tenia ni para 
comer. Cuando llegue a los Estados Unidos, vivi en Virginia. 
No sabia nada de nada de Ingles. 

Yo trabajaba para ayudar a mi familia, pero nunca faltan 
los malos amigos. Me decian, "vamos a beber". Yo me iba con 
mis amigos. Me llamaban de Honduras y no contestaba el 
telefono por estar bebiendo. 

El tiempo paso. Me deportaron para mi pais. Cuando 
llegue a mi pais, llegue sin ningiin cinco. Porque no tenia 
dinero, me regrece a los Estados Unidos. Llegue a San 
Francisco, y me volvi a juntar con mis amigos y volvi. 

From The Beat: Que lastima que no hayas aprendido en la primera vez. 
No dejes que lleguen muchas veces. Recuerda que tu familia te necesita. 
Tienes que recapacitar y darte cuenta que eres el unico que puedes 
ayudarlos CON un trabajo legal. En el camino que te estas guiando, te 
esta haciendo solo perder el tiempo. Para venir ilegalmente es mucho 
trabajo para que lo desperdicie de la manera como lo estas haciendo. 



What Happened Tu Me 






LLegando Lu Mas Baju 
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La verdad yo conozco a varias personas incluyendome 
a mi quienes se las han pasado toda la vida haciendo 
maldades en las calles y no solo en las calles. 

Primero ellos fumaban drugas y eso no es bueno. 
Uno en el momento no piensa. Nosotros tomamos 
licor, y fumammos. Aveces cuando uno se acostumbra 
demaciado, siente como que le hace falta o que no puede 
vivir sin ella. 

Me toco en una occasion en que tal vez queria fumar 
mariguana y no tenia. Me la pasaba mal. Mis amigos me 
hablaban por las tardes o en la mafiana y cuando no tenia 
lo que queria, me sentia mal con todos. 

Luego no sabe si va a seguir en lo mismo o va a dejar 
de hacer lo que esta haciendo. 

Yo les aconsejo a lo que lean este papel, y hayan 
pasado por lo mismo que estoy pasando aque asi como 
aprendi, asi se puede dejar de hacerlo que hacen. jBasta 
con el vicio! Ustedes pueden controlarlo. 

Que Dios los bendiga y que les de mucha salud toda la 
vida y que mantengan a sus familias bien. Le pido que me 
cuide a la mia tambien. Espero que siempre se acuerden 
de que los errores de uno son por culpa de nadie mas que 
de uno mismo. 

From The Beat: Asi es! La droga y el alcohol es muy adictivo. Empiezas 
con poco, despues probando un tipo de droga, despues otro, y otro, 
hasta que te adictas y pierdes tu dignidad hasta tu vida. iTu no quieres 
esto o si? £Dinos, que es lo que hay que hacer para dejar el vicio? 
^Alguna vez lo has dejado? Esperamos que todo te saigas bien y que tus 
consejos tambien te sirvan a ti para que saigas adelante. 



Getting Tu The Lowest 



Hi, my story comes from very far. Sometimes we think with our 
feet. And we found out about things when we come in here. Here, 
they don't treat us well. 

When I was very young, my mom didn't have what was 
necessary to raise us because we were poor. 

When I came here from Honduras, I didn't even 
have anything to eat. When I came to the US, I lived 
in Virginia. I didn't know any English. 

I would work to help my family, but bad friends 
are always around. They would tell me, "let's go 
drink." I would go with them. People would call me 
from Honduras, and I wouldn't answer the phone 
for drinking. Time went by. I got deported back to my 
country. When I got there, I was broke without 
a penny. Because I was broke, I came back to 
the US. I came to San Francisco, I hung up 
with bad friends again, and I came back. 

-Javier, San Francisco 
From The Beat: What a shame that you didn't get 
the point the first time. Don't let it be many times. 
Remember that you family needs you. Remember 
that you have to reflect on the things you are doing, 
and realize that you are the only one that can help them 
WITH a legal job. The road you are heading will only waste 
your time. To come here as an immigrant takes a lot of work and 
suffering to waste it the way you are doing. 



The truth is that I have met a few people, including myself 
who have lived a life of badness in the streets and not 
only there. 

First of all, they started using drugs that is not good. 
At first, they don't know. Sometimes when they get used 
to it a lot, they feel like they need it so much and can't 
live without them. 

It happened to me in one occasion when I wanted to 
smoke weed and I didn't have any. My friends would call 
me in the afternoon or in the morning and when I didn't 
have any, I would feel bad with all of them. 

Later, you don't know if you are going to be able to 
quit and to stop doing what you do.' 

I advice those who read this paper, and those have 
gone through the same I have, that you can stop what you 
are doing. Enough with bad habits! You can control it. 

God bless you, and grant you with good health all 

your life and to keep your family fine. I ask Him 
to take care of mine as well. I hope you 
keep in mind that the mistakes we make 
is our fault and nobody else. 

-Elvin, San Francisco 

From The Beat: That's right! Drugs and 

alcohol is very addictive. You start little 

by little, later you try another drug, and 

then another and another until you 

get addictive, loose your dignity and 

your life. You don't want this. Do 

you? Tell us what can we do to quit 

this once for all? Have you ever 

quit something before? We hope 

everything goes well to you and 

to use your own advice for your 

one and succeed. 
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The Cycle Ever Be Broken? 

Silent cries flood my mind at night 

Demons knockin' on my window 

Tripped from the outside, lookin' in 

This situation holds one win 

Freedom from within 

Misery always loves a friend 

In this world everything ends 

Every day is a struggle 

Strength crumbles beneath the rubble 

Loneliness is my closest companion 

But I still remain standing 

I got a one-way mind 

Money and time 

Waits for no one in line 

No matter how long you down 

The world will always keep spinnin' 

Round an' round 

We go in this cycle 

Will it ever be broken? 

As the night falls so does my smile 

Retreat into my cave 

And begin my daily ways 

Locked down for no one today 

As I stop to say, "Will I ever be free? 

Damn! Here goes my release 

-Solid 
From The Beat: The hall is a way station, not an end/ You will walk free, 
on that you can depend/ But freedom is hard, its more than a treat/ 
It requires self-discipline because you're back in the drivers seat/ The 
saying goes, 'Time and tide wait for no man,"/ But you can move with 
them if you have a plan/ Respect yourself, respect women and respect 
man/ Slow down and get yourself back in school/ You can break the 
cycle, you can rule! 



A Piece 
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There's so much to this story 

That I don't know where to start 

I know my mom loves me 

From the bottom of her heart 

But she's never been there for me 

I've been alone since I was born 

She gave up when my dad went to prison 

He left her alone 

Pregnant and torn 

The guys that my mom picked 

Weren't exactly the best of the best 

They acted like King Kong 
And pounded on their baby chests 

She was always wrong 

Because they said they were right 

Best believe at 12 years old 

I was goin' out with a fight 

I would speak the truth 

And pray to god would wake up the next day 

Obviously, I woke up 

But mom always had something to say 

With my black eye 

And my busted lip 

I always had to make up a lie 

Go to school 

Suck it up 

And never, ever cry 

-Guera 

From The Beat: Are you saying that your mom's boyfriends molested or 
abused you? That's a terrible experience to have to accept as a child (or 
even as an adult). Besides the immature boys your mom picked for her 
"men," were there other problems that kept her from being the mom 
you needed and wanted? Do you have a relationship with your mom 
now? What have you learned from your past that will make you a better 
mother than she was? 



Happy Mother's Day 
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When I got locked up, the last thing I wanted to think about 
was my family — what they are doing, or how they're feeling. 
But after being here a little while, I realized how much it's 
not fair for them to have to see me in court-issued clothes 
and behind several locked doors. 

I can't imagine how my grandparents must feel knowing 
that they haven't got much time left, and having to see me 
in jail. The last thing I want is for them to pass away while 
I'm locked up, to die knowing that their grandson is behind 
bars. Sometimes, I feel sad and even angry with myself for 
my family's sake. 

Before I got locked up, I had this stubborn-ass attitude 
about how I should be able to do whatever I wanted and 
be on my own. But since then, my thinking has changed. 
Somewhere along the road, I screwed up and I'm facing the 
consequences. Until now, I hadn't thought of what I could do 
to turn things around because I was getting nowhere with 
the way things were going. 

But now I have realized my faults and am willing to put 
everything on hold until I get out of this jam I'm in. that's 
gonna be my Mother's Day gift to my mom. 

What happens after I straighten things out... well, that's 
another story... 

-JB 

From The Beat: We hope you show this fine piece to your mother even 
before you get out. She has to know how much you have matured and 
grown since you got here. Wanting to be on your own and do what you 
want is the way all children think before they get a taste of just what 
that means. When you realize what you owe to the people who have 
loved and cared for you — and what sacrifices that debt requires of 
you — then you are stepping out of childhood and into adulthood. As 
for the story that comes after you straighten things out, we're dying 
to know how that comes out. Make your grandparents, your mom and 
yourself proud of you. 
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Profit From Guns 
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The twisted irons that men have made 

Bring murder to our streets 

And when the makers are paid 

They blame our hip-hop beats 

Their factories make bits of death 

With much great legal cover 

And our poor parents hold their breath 

As big gangstas kill each other 

Some die where they once danced with dreams 

And great futures ahead 

Some kill us it seems 

And laugh when we are dead 

When men on top see weakness 

Those men will push us further 

They care not how cruel it is 
They made money from murder 

We're not faultless nor innocent 

We have responsibilities 
We help make those guns present 

To destroy our communities 

We must wake up and not be used 

And death dance has to stop 

When our beats are not abused 

We will dance to true hip-hop 

-Big Boy 

From The Beat: What we like most about this fine poem is that you have 
linked the makers of guns with the users, a pair of dancers who both 
pretend that they have no responsibility for the consequences of their 
production and use. It reminds us of the drug trade. There are those 
who produce the poison, but only because there is an endless supply of 
consumers ready to put it into their bodies. We think the easy access 
to guns is sowing the seeds of generations of destruction, and the only 
limited solution we see is the individuals choice not to play the game. 
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Tired Of Middle-Aged White Guys 

I don't really want John McCain to be President because 
I am kind of tired of seeing middle-aged white guys in 
office. America needs a little flavor in the government. We 
need a black man to take over for once. Or even a white 
lady... just no more weird old white guys! 

To me, politics is boring. But if Barack Obama is 
qualified, and he believes he can handle the job, then he 
is the best candidate in my book. Plus, he's offering good 
benefits, even though it's not 100% that he will keep his 
word. 

I would definitely vote for Obama, mostly because 
he's Black, but also because I agree with his values. 

-Stunna 

From The Beat: Thanks for talcing this topic seriously. We hope that 
when you turn 18, you will register to vote because, even though 
politics might bore you, it can affect your life in a serious way. (If you 
don't believe that, just ask the families of those who have died in Iraq.) 
While the rest of the world has seen many Black and many female heads 
of state, we have had an unbroken line of white men. Yes, its time for 
someone to change that picture! 



Ii Be Ir Nit Ti Be 
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I feel like I will die before my time 

Because I'm not living my life the way I should 

I've reached my shadow's depth and come to grips with the 

possibility. 

Every day I feel there's a way to change, 

But inside I know I'm only a victim of things I can maintain 

Shall I stay or shall I leave 

Shall I discard what I believe 

My actions are controlled by passionate impulses 

That never seem to go away 

I sit and pray every day 

Knowing the pain can only stay 

I love all who are positive 

In the event of my demise 

-Ghost 
From The Beat: We're not sure why you feel so helpless in the face of 
your powerful impulses, but we believe you want to stay and not to 
leave. And if we're right about that, then you'll learn to control those 
impulses. In fact, we bet that you've managed to control yourself more 
than once in the place you're in now, and if you can control yourself in 
here, then you can also control yourself out there. Yes, there is a way 
to change, and you may already be on that way without even knowing 
it. In the end, we are all going to leave. Why not hang around for as 
long as possible? 



Moms And Mother's Day 



What makes my moms special is that she really, really 
cares about me. Not to say people's moms don't care 
about them, but my mom cares about me so much she'll 
call the cops on me if I am away for a long time without 
her knowing. 

Everyone's mom is special, and I regret that I miss 
Mother's Day to be in this place. She's very special to me. 
I love her very much because no matter what goes down, 
she's with me 100% and more. 

What I plan to do is get a job to make her really happy 
'cause I never got a job in my life. So she'll be happy. I 
also have to change the way I am and stop getting' into 
trouble on the streets. I have to be more appreciative of 
what she's done for me in my life. 

-Lil' Teez 

From The Beat: The more we mature, the more we recognize just how 
much we owe our mothers. As children, we take everything for granted, 
including the belief that our mothers will always be there to pick up the 
pieces when we go wrong or sooth us when we're in pain. As we grow, 
we realize how much we have in our mothers, just how much they have 
sacrificed for us during our lives. If you keep the promises you make to 
her in this piece, she will know that her sacrifices were worth it. 
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Yolanda, that witch 

I should have sold her 

Instead of snortin' her 

She would've made me rich 

The way that she sat there 

With that dolla' bill on her right 

I did my first line 

And got higher than a kite 

I thought it was love at first sight 

She had me by the balls 

I think bout her like crazy 

As I'm stuck behind these four walls 

I've hit her in a stall at the mall 

And once with my boy Paul 

So many places I can't count them all 

I cheated 

Hied 

And I stole 

Just to have her 

She gave me my addiction 

And there's no cure 

She don't care about me 

Or what I want to be 

She did her job 

And now I see 

Next time I see her 

I'ma look the other way 

Because really though 

I ain't got nothin' to say 

-Guera 

From The Beat: When you're dealing with a witch like this one, you don't 
want to sell or snort her! You want to have nothing to do with her at all, 
because she steals lives, uses them up, then moves to the next life to 
steal. Don't try to fight this one by yourself, Guera, get help! There are 
many groups out there who have wrestled with this demon and have a 
lot of experience about the best way to stay in control of your life, and 
the support they can provide often spells the difference between failure 



and success. Good luck. 
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Don't Hate 

I just wanna say don't hate or discriminate on bi-sexuals 
gays, Lesbians, and transgendered people. They're people 
with thoughts and feelings too. I mean, what's so funny 
about being different? Absolutely nothing. I've always 
been made fun of about my sexual orientation. And yes, 
I am bisexual. 

People call me "faggot" or other mean names. Most 
of the time I just ignore it because I know they're wrong. 
But other times I break down and cry. The things people 
say hurt. 

But that's not going to get in the way of being myself 
because I am who I am. I love me, and if you don't, I'll say, 
"I miss the point where that's my problem." 

I'm gonna be a model/actor, and ain't nobody standing 
in my way. 

-Andrew's Anorexia 

From The Beat: Congratulations on this very meaningful declaration of 
independence. We're sorry boys call you names because of who you are, 
but they do so because they are insecure about their own sexuality, and 
have to appear as macho as they can for the other boys. Whether you 
become an actor or not, you have shown yourself to have great courage 
and inner strength (more than you may even be aware of). This piece 
reminds us of a song in the gay-themed musical, "La Cage aux Folles," 
called "I am what I am," which goes like this: "I am what I am/ I am my 
own special creation.../ It's my world that I want to have a little pride in/ 
My world and it's not a place I have to hide in/ Life's not worth a damn/ 
Till I can say/ I am what I am.../ And what I am needs no excuses." 



. 
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My Dear Mother 

My mother has a lot of good qualities. Although she is 
diagnosed with type 2 diabetes, she works hard for our 
family. She has done so much for me, my dad and my 
brother. She works so hard to freed us and take care 
of us. And even though I got locked up for something 
incredibly stupid that I did which hurt her, she is still by 
my side and still prays for me in the hopes of me getting 
released. 

My mother loves me no matter what happens. And 
I love her and appreciate everything she has done and 
sacrificed for me. Hopefully, I will get released soon and I 
can be in her arms again, and tell her I'm sorry and that I 
love her, and that I promise to be a better son. 

I will never put her and the rest of our family through 
this kind of pain again. I love my mother so much. She 
doesn't need this pain or to lose her first son. I pray that 
we will be together again. 

-Marin 

From The Beat: We hope you show this beautiful promise of a better 
future to your mother. She will cry tears of happiness when she reads 
it. And those tears will only be the beginning of her happiness if you 
follow through on the promises you make here. You are lucky to have 
her, but she is also lucky to have you. 



My Bleeding Wound 

Just looking in your eyes 

Made me see my sorrowful plague 

So dark and gray, so horribly vague 

My suppressive memories weigh me down 

Looking upon you, see a torn up frown 

The world is blind, he world is bleak 

My body left wounded and weak 

Time going by so slowly 

Feeling down and drowsy 

I take my last touch of bliss 

Reminding me of our first kiss 

-Andrew's Anorexia 

From The Beat: The world can be blind, the world can be b lea It/ But 
there's joy and light when you find that love you seek/ That blissful 
first kiss will not be your last/ You're loving heart is fully up to the task/ 
The human heart cannot be easily confined/ To preconceptions in other 
boys' minds/ Freedom starts in the mind but goes to the core/ Use yours 
well so that both life and love you can explore 



From Kids To Killers 
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From candy to drugs, from toy cars to whips 

From toy knives to real ones, from BBs to hollow tips 

From little boys to pimps, from juice to drank 

From little girls to runners, from tobacco to dank 

From detention to suspension, from suspension to 

expulsion 

From expelled to the streets, from the streets to jail 

From school girls to prostitutes, from school boys to 

drug dealers 

We grew up too fast, and sent from kids to killers 

-Slim Shaney 

From The Beat: The circumstances of your lives forced you to experience 
things most adults never experience, and that is a tragedy that this entire 
country bears responsibility for. But just as you were "programmed" and 
"conditioned" to move in the direction you describe so well in this tight 
poem, you can reverse the flow. You are now a thinking adult, not a 
child who simply follows what he sees. You can move back into a life 
that doesn't include violence, drugs, random sex and lock-up. We're not 
saying that journey will be easy, but we are saying that, in the long 
run, it will be much easier than continuing on the path you've been on 
because it has led you here and, from here, leads to much worse places. 
Regain control of your life and become the adult you were meant to 
be. 



{Inspired by Psalm 35, excerpted below} 

"But in my adversity they rejoiced and gathered together; 
attackers gathered against me, and I did not know it; 

"With ungodly mockers at feasts, they gnashed at me 
with their teeth. 

"Lord, how long will you look on? Rescue me from 
their destructions, my precious life from the lions... 

"Let them not rejoice over me who are wrongfully my 
enemies; nor let them wink with the eye who hate me 
without a cause. 

"For they do not speak peace, but they devise deceitful 
matters against the quiet ones in the land..." 

An Aztec's Dream 

I had a dream that I was that Aztec staring into the 
horizon, watching all the Spaniards invade my land and 
all my people were at war. I drew out my shield, spear, 
kept righting as the Spaniards killed my people, took our 
gold and silver. 

They began to burn our villages and rape our women. 
I saw my wife being strangled by a Spaniard. I had stuck 
him with my spear, but it was too late. He had cut her 
main artery, and she had bled to death. 

I dropped my shield and spear and hugged her close 
to me as tears ran down my eyes. I had taken her to the 
nearest pyramid, stepped up to a safe place, as the war 
continued. I held her in my arms, looked up at the sky, 

I and the sun shone on us as if the gods could hear me. 
In that actual moment I woke up. 
-LIT Keeks 

From The Beat: Do you remember if you had this dream in color or in 
black and white? Your descriptions are very vivid, even frightening. 
What's even more frightening is that your vision really happened, if 
not directly to you, then certainly to your ancestors. Do you think the 
conditions that you and so many others that descended from the proud 
Aztecs are forced to live now are related to how the Europeans destroyed 
the culture of your people? We're sorry we could only put in a few lines 
from Psalm 35, and none from the other Psalm you gave us. Psalm 31. 
We hope our Beat readers find them on their own and read them, and 

Lwe hope they continue to give you the strength you need to overcome 
the adversity in your life right now and live out your proud legacy. 



- 



Becoming A Better Member Bf My Family 

This Mother's Day I won't be with my family because of 
al the choices I made. And I feel read bad about not being 
there. But I don't regret what I've done, only because it 
has made me a better person. And from now on, I will be 
a better member of my family. 

Dear Mom 

Hi. How are you doing? Hopefully good. Me, I'm doing 
well. Right now, I'm writing you this letter, and I'm just 
trying to let you know that I love you with all my heart. 
And I thank you for being there for me when I needed you 
the most. 

Even though we had our arguments here and there, I 
wanna let you know that it only brought us closer. And, at 
the end, the only thing that matters is that we love each 
other. 

When I get out, I'm going to be supportive, responsible 
and respectful to both you and my sister. And, most 
important, I'll be loving and caring. Happy Mother's Day. 

-Cesar 

From The Beat: This is a wonderful Mother's Day letter, probably the 
kind your mother has been waiting to read for a long time. We sure 
hope you are able to keep the promises you make, not only for the sake 
of your mother and sister, but mostly for your sake. It's time to make 
the changes you write about here so that you don't have to hand away 
any more of the precious gift of freedom and family that is yours for 
the taking. 






. 
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Persuade The President 



I remember back in 1992 

When my city was one of the deadliest cities in America 

Police couldn't respond anywhere in time 

My city already had a tough reputation 

Gangstas on the block waiting for a change in the nation 

So I suggest that the President should pay attention 

And grasp what I'm trying to say 

This goes for al my boys sitting on top of the world 

I'm reminiscing; I remember back in the days 

When hustlers were about they scrilla 

These presidents got the game all screwed 

And life ain't easy 

A lot of change in the function 

Especially their parties that were off the heasy 

I thank God I have made it this far 

Just give me some medicine to keep me calm 

Fire up some bomb 

I remember being without my pops 

Just me, my brothers and mom 

Because if they pass me the ball to be a man 

And I won't fumble 

Chorus 2x 

Drive by shootings, gang recruitings, prostitutions 

It's kind of hard living right in this world of confusion 

Just pass me a blunt to take all the stress away 

Bubbling up, hustlin' on the block to get paid 
It's the only thing to do out there, 24/7 every day 

But if you get caught up, boyyyy, it's curtains 

Don't get caught up in the middle of a tootsie roll 

Because they doing youngstas wrong 

Chorus 2x 

(Because I think the President is smoking weed 

Bumping my beat, making a living off my misery 

It's just the news, it's the news 

Because you could live your life how you choose 

Because you see life is like a game 

Some people win and some people lose) 

-Lil' Keeks 
From The Beat: Yes, there are losers in life, but its usually because they 
tried to take shortcuts that led to dead ends. How much power do you 
think you have over your own life to make you either a winner or a 
loser? Smoking marijuana can take the edge of life, but it can also lead 
you to want to smoke all the time. Sometimes you need life's edges to 
rise to the challenge, to change your past, and to carve out a trail that 
leads to a life of freedom and accomplishment — which is how we would 
define winning. 



Mother's Poem 



Making it happen every holiday when money wasn't there 

Overprotecting the family when we were tempted to do bad 

Taking care of the wounds that occurred in our childhood 

Hearing out our problems and trying to fix it 

Everywhere I go she's worried for us 

Respecting others and teaching us how to 

Spending time with her children when there's problems 

-Unknown 
From The Beat: Well, we don't appreciate calling yourself "unknown" 
because we like to know who writes what, but we definitely appreciate 
what you've written. To us, it seems like one of the best definitions of 
"Mother" we have read. 



Love Or Lust 



I don't wanna say good-bye 

I just wanna hold you close and never leave your side 

I promise to love you 'til the day I die 

Every time I think of you your dark brown gangster eyes 

Are lookin' into mines 

I don't know what this feeling is I have inside 

It's like every time I see you I have butterflies 

I ain't leaving here without a fight 
I'ma make sure you're never out of my sight 

I'll do anything to make you smile 

I'd run to see it even if t was a billion miles 

You know I'll do whatever it takes 

I like you more than a fat kid likes cakes 

I'd do anything for you, even if my life was at stake 

Know that I look at you every time, lost in a gaze 

You make my heart beat at a fast pace 

-Anna 

From The Beat: So, you would "do anything" for someone else, but 
apparently not for yourself. What if this special someone said, "I'll be 
with you when you graduate from high school. I'll be with you when 
you go to college. I'll be with you when you stop messing up your life by 
coming to the hall. Get your life together, then I'll be with you." Would 
you do all that for him? Then why not do it for yourself? 



Ticket 



\ 



Sleepin' with the fishes 

Havin' dreams that I'm free 

Stuck in a cell, nowhere close to being free 

My heart is full of glee 

But nowhere to go 

But that late night creepin', keepin' it on the down low 

Thinkin' about my fam and peers 

But never close to sheddin' tears 

My heart is cold like the Bay water 

Wasn't raised by a real father 

My eyes are open with my hand on the cocaine 

Passenger seat s T-will goin' threw a lot of pain 

Bra got a ticket straight to heaven 

When the bullets hit the lucky number was seven 

Holdin' in my tears 

It's some shhh to lose a family member dear 

-Palou 
From The Beat: Hearts may grow cold, but they don't stay cold. You can 
overcome the tragedies of the past, even if you will never forget them. 
Stop creeping on the down low and start living in the cleansing warmth 
of sunlight. Change gears, slow down, and don't add another name to 
the statistics. 



J 



I Care Will's Presileit 






Yes, I care, because Obama the first black president, and he's a Democrat. 
He's also ready to quit the war with Iraq. I hope he makes things less and not 
more expensive 'cause I'm poor. I hope he legalizes marijuana because it's not 
a drug, it's a plant. 

-Baby Boy 
From The Beat: Do you think your life will change at all if Obama 
becomes the first Black president? 

Stop Harassing Immigrants 

I would tell the President to stop harassing immigrants, gang people and 
people with bad backgrounds. I pick this topic because politicians be lying to 
everybody that believes in politicians. 

-Bugs 
From The Beat: You could write a lot more on this subject. For example, 
what should we do with "immigrants, gang people and people with bad 
backgrounds"? 



What To Do 



I could be out sippin' on a 40 

Smoke a blunt, do my thing and stay up 'til morning 

Hit 'em and be honest, without 'em it ain't no fun 

But when I go home from my momma I'm gone have to run 

Sometimes realize I ain't only hurting myself with these things 

Gotta remember that my loved ones want me to leave here with wings 

That's why I want to step out of here and erase my past 

And create a new life that's worth making last 

I laugh when these youngstas tell me the path they choose 

Not knowing in the end they'll be the ones that lose 

Yeah, I won't lie, it's a fun life to live 

But ain't knowing laughin' when you in the hospital wearing a bib 

That's why my old lie I want to pack 

Wanna leave it behind and never look back 

-A Homegirl 
From The Beat: You say you want to pack up your old life and start 
anew. But you begin this poem dreaming about drinking and smoking. 
So it sounds like you haven't quite made the commitment you want to 
make to "leave it behind and never look back." Start dreaming about 
— and planning for - finishing school and preparing for living in a 
different way. 



Up Out 



Five is the magic number 

Rollin' blunts like cucumbers 

Just the things we do 

People is the same, like me and you 

I'm on the go like Road Runner 

It's me, Baby, I'm the young gunner 

Droppin' racks like flies 

Witnessing people getting' shot for their lives 

It's crazy how in about a second you dead 

It's life that matters 

I'm like the SF Giants striking out as many batters 

Wishin' for better days 

It's time to start forgettin' about my old ways 

-Palou 
From The Beat: We had to take one line of this poem out, Palou, because 
it was not appropriate. But it's the last line that we hope you focus on. 
"Forgettin"' your old ways is only a beginning. Planning for new ways is 
what has to happen, and then following the plan. 
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My Hall 



Damn! I've been here four days 

And I'm already tired of this place 

Getting' yelled at by the staff 

I wanna spit in their ugly face 

Walkin' around like they're better 

Like they've never made a mistake 

But they don't know 

That I know 

That they're being hella fake 

They use their power here 

Because they can't do it at home 

One day I'll treat them, like they treated me 

And maybe throw them a bone 

Some time in the future 

I'ma run this hall 

An' I'ma make them turn around 

And face that filthy wall 

I'm gonna yell at them 

And make them feel like shhh 

Just like they did to me 

Then they'll know how I feel 

They'll open their eyes and see 

They'll think back on the times 

When they were doin' that to me 

They'll wish that they could go back 

And treat me ore respectfully 

But by the time that I've done 

It will be too late 

They already messed up 

And chose their own fate 

Now I just sit in my cell 

And listen to them scream 

Close my eyes 
Never wanting to wake up 
From this crazy-ass dream 

-Anonomys 
From The Beat: Well, if you're feeling this way after just four days, 
imagine how much worse it can get if you don't make some changes in 
your life. You can write passionate poetry denouncing the staff all you 
want, but the system is not going to change no matter how much you 
yell. The only way to escape what you hate is not to come back. This 
place is like a holiday spa compared to the places the system has down 
the line. Success is the best revenge. 



Presidential Candidate 
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I would want the President to be Barack Obama because I see a lot of changes 
during his presidency. I think he would cause a lot of change in this country. 
For one thing, profiling should be completely illegal. 

When the police see someone colored, that person shouldn't have to worry 
about getting pulled over, where in certain areas they do. Forget the stereotyping 
and profiling. Equality for all. 

-LIT Teez 
From The Beat: We hope you work hard in your life to see your goal of 
"equality for all" come true. As we all know; its far from true right now. 
Racial profiling is just one of the many examples of this inequality. 
We don't know if the President can do anything about it, but Obama 
certainly understands what you're talking about first hand, so maybe 
he will be about changing things. 



YlU 
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Every time we meet eyes, I wish you were to my side 
So I could feel your kiss for the very first time 

I want to make you smile every dingle day 

I want to be with you and maybe we'll run away 

Close your eyes, imagine it 

What love is capable of doin' like magic 

I could wish on a star 

To tell me who you really are 

You tease me every time you smile at me 

You're the reason why my heart skips beats 

It's like when I hear your name 

I forget all about my pain 

My eyes sparkle, my heart glows 

If you only knew how much I cared about you 

God only knows 

I wanna hold you close and feel your heartbeat 

I wanna close my eyes and tippie-toe on my feet 

Let me tell you how I feel 

Let me promise you I won't lie, cheat or steal 

I'll give you the whole world 

If you make me your special girl 

I got so much to offer 

Ha, ha, look at me, I'm writing more than an author 

Tryin' to make anything rhyme 

Just to kill time 

I'm wonderin' how you feel 

Tell me and be on the real 

Look in my eyes, feel my touch 

Am I drivin' you crazy or is it too much 

I'm here waitin', make your move 

My eyes are closed, so what you gonna do 

-Anna 
From The Beat: To put so much faith in another person (and, in particular, 
a male) is to set yourself up for disappointment. Relationships are 
not like fairytales or movies; they are filled with ups and downs, and 
nobody can make your life what you want it to be except you! Stop 
dreaming about "him" (whoever he might be) and start planning your 
own independence so that you can live freely and not under the control 
of shot callers, OGs, police, DAs, POs, judges, or counselors. When 
you're truly in control of your own life, you'll be amazed at how many 
opportunities for love will come your way. 



Forget Love 
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I loved when I wasn't looking and you'd gaze 

You made me feel like I was lost in a maze 

You made me fall head over heels 

It made me even skip my meals 

But now I'm ere stuck in this cell 

Waiting on you to send me some mail 

I loved you and believed everything you said 

By you I let myself be led 

You'll be replaced, I'll let it be 

The only that that hurts is that we were once "we" 

-A Homegirl 
From The Beat: Lost love always hurts, but it is a universal pain — one 
that almost everyone has experienced. We think it's time for you to work 
on you, to get yourself as prepared to live a free life as possible (which 
means completing school at least). Once you love yourself enough for 
that, the love that you long for will find you. 



Our First Kiss 



The first day that you kissed me 

We were sitting on the train 

When you got off, I couldn't stop smiling 

I thought I was insane... 

I felt bad 

But then I felt good... 

It's lightweight hard to explain... 

I was scared to get too close to you 

I didn't' want my heart in pain 

I didn't want to fall in love 

So I tried and tried and tried 

To block the memories from my head 

So I cried and cried and cried 

None of it worked 

So I stopped pushing the feeling away 

And now I'm ready for you 

I'm here 

And I want to stay 

-Ray Ray 
From The Beat: You say that you're ready for this love to flower, but 
you're still locked up! Before you commit yourself to any kind of long- 
term relationship, you've got to find a way to stay out of the law's 
hands and live free. You can't be ready for anyone as long as you are 
here, so use this time to make sure you stay out of places like this in 
the future. 



Ni End 
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Where do I begin... 

My life... 

My life has been full of sin 

Where do I begin... 

I've done drugs 

And ran with the homeboys 

To cover all my fears 

But that never worked 

They're still inside after all these years 

Where do I begin... 

I've "slanged Steve Youngs and Joe Montanas" 

Sold the purp 

Never missed with that bamma 

My life... 

Where do I begin... 

I will never pretend 

About who I am 

My life... 

Now the question is 

Where do I end... 

-Guera 
From The Beat: Where you end depends on the choices you make from 
this point forward. If the path you've traveled up to now passes through 
the hall (followed by more restrictive lock-ups), then it seems wise to try 
walking a different path that leads away from here. 
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Holding For My Life 
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Picking me apart, piece by piece by part again 

I know this thing won't start again 

I can't keep falling into this moment now 

I'm holding for my life 

I'm weighing myself, I'm finding my sympathy 

-Andrew's Anorexia 
From The Beat: We'd love for you to explain what you mean when you 
write that you're finding your sympathy. If you mean that you are giving 
yourself the love that you deserve, then we want to encourage you to 
keep finding your sympathy — especially if it helps to keep you free! 



He's In Green 



With your slicked back hair 

And an attitude that you just don't care 

I can tell your hurting deep down inside 

E, there's no need to lie 

I always wanted to tell you that I'll be at your side 

Through thick an' thin 

No matter what situation we might be in 

I heard your gonna do two years 

Don't even trip... promise to write you 

Only wishin' that you'd be boo 

I'm sittin' in my cell thinkin' about you 

And what you're doin' or what if you don't see me 

That an just keep it movin' 

Every time I go to sleep 

I remember your dark brown gangster eyes 

My only wish is that they'll look into mines 

And tell me how you feel and be on the real 

Craving someone's love so I won't be in this dark hole 

Feelin' like I'm trapped and nowhere to go 

But there's one thing I think you should know 

You're that green soldier who looks so mean 

I smile at you, E, because you're so cute an' lean 

-Anna 
From The Beat: The love you crave won't get you out of this "dark hole." 
That's something you have to do on your own because it's your own 
attitude that leads you here, and so it's up to you to lead yourself away 
from here (on a permanent basis). After that, you will have all the time 
in the world to develop the kind of loving relationship you celebrate 
here. 



It's Me And My Mom 



It's me and my mom riding 'til the last day 

I ain't letting anything or nobody do us part 

The only thing is going to be that day when one of our heart beat stop 

I have done a lot of wrong to the only girl I really love 

I have seen her shed a lot of tears 

I'm tired of seein' her suffer fro me 

If it ain't from me, then it's from my brother 

If not it's from the other, and if not it's from my father 

She's a good mother 

She haven't really gave me things that I wanted that I don't really need 

But she has gave me love, the number one thing 

I have been out there day and night 

Not really spending time with her and her beautiful eyes 

I had a lot of chances to die, four or five 

I feel like a cat with seven lives 

But I ain't going to be another cat get killed in the game 

I ain't letting another tear shed through my mom's eyes 

When I get out, I'ma give her love and respect 

The things I think she missed and needs 

It's me and my mom, riding 'til the last day 

You dig 

-Koki 
From the Beat: We hope you follow through on the promises you make 
in this tight love poem for your mom. If you give her the "love and 
respect" you say she deserves, then you will find a way not to give the 
system power to take you from her again. That won't be easy, but being 
away from her isn't easy either, for you or for her. It's time for you to 
make a few of the kind of sacrifices she's been making for you all her 
life. 



Telliig Ibe Presided 
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Tell the President to stop giving us time for kicking with friends, just because 
the cops put us under gang order. Everyone that has a group of friends is 
basically a gang, but the cops only mess with. Just for this, being with friends, 
they giving us years. If the President can't do nothing about this, he can talk 
to people to stop it. 

-G Mickey 
From The Beat: The President has very little power to change police 
practices in our cities, but you're right, he could talk to the police and 
the public and try to stop the gang task forces from rounding up people 
just for hanging with other people. 



Wisbii' 
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It's hard to know that I'm runnin' ma mama crazy 

Stay getting' locked up daily 

Lookin' out my window 

Wishin' I was out 

-Warren 
From The Beat: If you want to stop driving your mama crazy, you're 
going to have to do more than wish you were out. You're going to have 
to plan how you want to live when you get out. Otherwise, you'll allow 
others to plan for you — and you won't like their plans! 



Never Again 



One day you love me 

And the next you don't 

I've gone back before 

But this time I won't 

You put my heart through too much 

This is really the last time 

Lovin' you like I did 

Should have been a crime 

I'm done with you now 

I can't take your lies 

You wanna be with her 

Then kick rocks, be gone 

I'm not gonna cry 

And listen to those sad love songs 

Just remember who was there 

When you had no one else 

Just for one second 

Take your mind off yourself 

I cooked 

I cleaned 

And creased up your pants 

I did special things 

For that late night romance 

But now I'm done 

You're out of my mind 

I've already moved on 

And left you behind 

-Guera 
From The Beat: Even though you say he's out of your mind, he must still 
be lingering there for you to write such a powerful poem about him. 
The story you tell, unfortunately, is a familiar one. Too many boys have 
to rely on other boys to teach them how to relate to females, and they 
are too immature to know the value of long-term loving relationships, 
You're right to move on with your life. We hope the next man you get 
involved with is really a man and not a boy in men's clothing. 




Mother's Day 
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My pop's birthday passed, and I was locked up. That's the second time in two 
years I missed his birthday. Cinco de Mayo passed, I'm still locked up. And now 
Mother's Day is here, but I'm still locked up. 

Well, at least I'ma get a visit from my moms on Mother's Day. Hope she 
don't cry. 

-Luis 
From The Beat: We hope you mom didn't cry on her Mother's Day visit, 
but you have a lot of power to make her stop crying. If you stop coming 
here, she can stop crying about it. Feel us? 



Prankster Thoughts 
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Don't be a lil' prankster 

And talk hella shhh like if you was a gangster 

The streets own you, they know who you are 

Start slippin' and it's life behind bars 

People spittin' on the game 

And showin' the chota (police) they got no shame 

Blowin' mota in their faces 

And bouncin' the scene without any traces 

Le'me make this loud and clear 

You ain't got shhh on me and I got nothin' to fear 

Just can't believe I let myself be cuffed and sentenced, nine months here 

I pray to God every night to let me disappear 

But I know he's going to hold me with all his might 

And never let me down 

My mom's worst fear is that by the time I'm 18 I'ma be buried underground 

Havin' nightmares that my mom put in black roses on my grave 

Cryin' in my cell because I don't want to see the flames 

These four walls are covered all over 
Please, God, help and don't give me the cold shoulder 

-Anna 
From The Beat: What else are you praying for? You know that your 
prayer for freedom will be granted, but what happens after that? You 
want something from God, but does God want something from you? 
What do you think that might be, and how do you plan to hear His 
prayer to you and to answer Him? 
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Farewell 
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Hopefully, I will live well 




Mine \ 






Sayin' away from them boys that tell 








Ready to get back to stuntin' and doin' it live 
Real man, like Bra Plies, 




Green eyes, nice smile, pure soul... 
It's as if "mine" was written in bold 






Stayin' away from the phony folks an' they lies 

Prayin' fo' my life gotta stay on track 

Fo' show gone stack 

Hopefully I don't gotta blap 

Just stay back 

Sayin' it's 'bout my future, past, forget that 




Only young, nor old 

In this world it could be mighty cold 

But the warmth of your body right next to mine 

Had me frozen in time 

Only to gaze into your eyes as you get lost in mine 

I've known you for quite some time 






Smokin'... I could say forget that 




But when we first met, I knew I had to make you mine 






The American Dream is where I'm tryna be at 
Still keepin' it 'hood, don't be mad 




I still remember when our lips shared their first kiss 
Damn, how I wished you fell in love with mine as I did yours 






18th birthday comin' up, I'm goin' bad 




Time after time I tried to win you over with my kind heart 






Laughs with the homies zonin' goin' on 

One gone be fun but I just want a better future 

And to get my mom out the slums 

Forward not back is where I'm goin' run 

And not look back to the BS that happened 

The game I'm buckin' 

My name Twin Goon with plans to win 

Change yo' friends 'cause most is not really there for you 

And don't care for you 

Get ones that'll stick wit' chu 

And slick like yo' hair 

And you lol twin 'hood no doubt 

-Twin Two 
From The Beat: We're not sure how you can "keep it 'hood" while, at the 
same time, change your friends and your life. (We had to take a couple 
of lines out of this poem, but we think your meaning is clear.) If the 




That no one sees 'til it's ripped apart 

I knew you for you, met the girl that was bound to be queen 

Saw deep inside you past the wall built to keep others out 

But you let me in without a doubt 

Into your world I jumped, heart first 

Only to lie with an obsessional thirst 

I wanted you, I needed you, you were out of my grip 

Locked away a pain that wouldn't quit poundin' the shhhh 

There you were free 

And there was there was the farthest thing from your mind — me 

As I dreamed about you , you were only drinkin' away 

'Causin' the pain, then one day you finally came 

But only by text 

'Cause in the few moments left of freedom 

You tried to wrap me in 

You thought I was blind, but quite a sin to commit 




definition of a friend is someone who won't lead a friend into trouble. 




You tried to play the game only to get played by fakes 




then can you be your own best friend? If you lead yourself away from 




I never cheated, probably lied, but then you did too 




trouble, all the rest should follow. 




I know I hurt you 

But in truth you hurt yourself at my expense 

We'll always remain friends 












It's what we told each other in the end 

Then you was out and so was I 

Let's try it again, but I knew deep inside 

Your insecurities you couldn't hide 






Forget Love 






POW 




Unfaithful, it's what I'm labeled in your mind 






Profit From Guns 

The twisted irons that men have made 

Bring murder to our streets 

And when the makers are paid 




I knew you were cryin' for some time 
But so was I, the tears you never seen 

Would never see 
'Cause they weren't there physically 






They blame our hip-hop beats 




You acted a fool and I ended it 






Their factories make bits of death 

With much great legal cover 

And our poor parents hold their breath 

As big gangstas kill each other 

Some die where they once danced with dreams 

And great futures ahead 

Some kill us it seems 

And laugh when we are dead 

When men on top see weakness 

Those men will push us further 

They care not how cruel it is 
They made money from murder 

We're not faultless nor innocent 

We have responsibilities 
We help make those guns present 

To destroy our communities 

We must wake up and not be used 

And death dance has to stop 

When our beats are not abused 

We will dance to true hip-hop 

-Big Boy 
From The Beat: What we like most about this fine poem is that you have 




You said two can play the game 

And got with him, but I kept you in my life 

Put me in situations you knew were gonna hurt 

But I never gave you the satisfaction of physical pain 

I know how to play the game 

Inside I was dyin', outside I was lyin' 

Then tears came an' you was the one cryin' 

But I walked away 

I told you my love wasn't there to stay 

And soon you regretted every move you made 

I'm sorry, but you lost me 

I did love you and I always will 

But I put up with too much shhh and you gave me hell 

You said we was even, but not by far 

Now it's your time to pay and I'm namin' the price 

You labeled e your first love and he knew 

So jealousy and rage made him lock you away 

But there you couldn't stay 

And back to me you came, day after day 

But I tell you this now as I will tomorrow 

No matter what you say, my life you gave away 

And that I will always remember 

So go back to him now and I know you will always wonder 

What could've been but never will be 




linked the makers of guns with the users, a pair of dancers who both 




So do this for me and forget you was ever... 




pretend that they have no responsibility for the consequences of their 




Mine 




production and use. It reminds us of the drug trade. There are those 




-Solid 




who produce the poison, but only because there is an endless supply of 




From The Beat: Do you know the ancient question asked of all lovers 




consumers ready to put it into their bodies. We think the easy access 




who have seen their relationships go sour? Its this: "Is it better to have 




to guns is sowing the seeds of generations of destruction, and the only 




loved and lost than never to have loved at all?" 




limited solution we see is the individuals choice not to play the game. 












1 Want Hillary 
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For The First Time 


I do care who is elected President. The President I want to win is Hillary 






Clinton. I want her to be President because of her husband. Bill Clinton seemed 






In and out of this facility, leaving loved ones crying 'cause they missin' me. 




to be a great President when he was President. 






Mom hates my habits when, at the same time, I was locked up for her birthday. 




I also like her to be President 'cause she against war and she is gonna help 






For the first time, I miss her. For the first time, I actually wanna see her. 




the people out. I choose that person 'cause of her experience that she has. Not 






I smoke, drink and pop. She hates when I sag. She asks why and my 




like Obama. He says he gonna do this and that, but he ain't got no experience. I 






response is always, 'cause my pistol's too heavy." 




hope she does an excellent job. 






Mother's Day is coming up, I messed up because I'm locked up. But when 




-Alex 






I get released, I'ma run up, give her a hug, and ever again mess up. 




From The Beat: Thank you for putting down your reasons for supporting 






-Chiwawa 




Hillary. We wonder if you would prefer John McCain (the Republican) 






From The Beat: Is this really the first time you've missed your mom 




if it came down to him against Obama. We ask because McCain has a 






and want to see her? Well, we hope it's the last time so that when you 




lot more experience than Obama (just like Hillary does), so we wonder 






touch down you'll find a way to respect your mom enough not to let the 




how much experience counts in your assessment of who should be 






system separate you from her. 




President. 
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My Insides 



In this place, every face has a personality 

And I have been waiting for a time 

That I could find who I am, what I've learned 

Where I've been and what I've heard 

Some day I will see your face and I will walk away 

And you'll be left to burn out 

You're forced to come out 

And tell me who you really are 

I've been waiting for those thoughts 

And now they're here 

And I just can't bear it, I just can't bear it any more 

Time by time I've been hiding from my fears 

When all this time, I've been heard by prying ears 

They're so persistent, just leave me alone. 

I say, just leave me alone. 

-Andrew's Anorexia 
From The Beat: We're not sure which is hurting you more, those prying 
ears from which you're asking to be let alone, or your own fears that 
have kept you waiting, afraid to come out and be who you are. In this 
poem, we see the struggles you're going through, and we want to urge 
you to keep struggling — like the caterpillar turning into a butterfly! 



Obama 



\ 



I hope Obama wins 

We need change 

Change is good 

We need help 

-No Name 
From The Beat: This is just a beginning, not a real piece. Where are the 
examples? Where are the details? (And where is your name?) What kind 
of change are you looking for? What kind of help could you get from 
the President? 



Me 



I'm true to the game 

Street life don't give you no fame 

Holdin' the rubber grip handle 

Pullin' the trigger leads to murder scandal 

Life is rough 

Face in the ground and hands cuffed 

Boys knew my name 

Rockin' with marks supposedly true to the game 

Started with a gun and a mask 

Now everywhere I go cops on my ass 

What happen to me is the biggest question 

Just some of the things I thought I'd mention 

-Patau 
From The Beat: Even after we took out one of your lines (about staying 
strapped), this is still a tight poem. It should tell you everything you 
need to know, which is that the "fame" that comes your way on the 
street quickly becomes property of the cops. You are known, which is 
like walking around with a bulls eye painted on your back. But if you 
stop doing the things that bring that fame — if you start doing the 
things you know lead to a better life, like school and staying home — 
your fame will grow in your family and it will disappear among "the 
boys" who now have you in their sights. Up to you. 



Like A Fish After A Lure 



Bein' in here will make you think about ya whole life... 

Not bein' able to hold yo' wife 

Can't make sho moms is a'ight 

Yeah, she my life 

With my nieces and nephews, my heart goes out to them 

To see my grandma, no words can describe 

RIP Dre Day the fool 

Never lose yo' rules 

Always ready with a tool 

This what loving out the goon 

With the streets it's a battle I often lose 

'Cause in the streets and all around 

Like a celebrity how I get down 

This 'hood fame that get chu addicted to the game 

I'm always deep with the thugs from the City 

I'm so serious I live every day like a movie 

I'm sick, so sick there's no cure 

Welcome to the life of a goon, there's no cure 

Chasin' money like a fish after a lure 

Prayin' for God to make my heart pure 

Welcome to my life, well a small tour 

Gettin' my priorities right 

Before I go another, can't just hit the streets hopin' it will be a'ight 

You will get lost like bein' at the airport getting' on the wrong flight 

Make step by step, you could never wreck the stops 

Up to you, that's all that's left 

-Twin Two 
From The Beat: We very much like the analogy of your life to a fish 
chasing a lure. When you make money your goal and go after it every 
time it flashes, you're likely to grab hold of a hook that pulls you down 
and messes you up. Of course, we all need money to live, but there are 
ways to get it that don't risk you being put in this big fish tank... If not, 
the tank they throw you in just gets bigger and bigger, and you just get 
smaller and smaller... 
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No Women For President 

I don't want a woman to be President. She don't have a backbone and wouldn't 
know what to do in a war. I think out of all the people, I think Obama will be the 
best person for the job. 

-Brandon 
From The Beat: Well, we're interested in how you chose Obama. We 
understand why you don't want a woman, but we think you're wrong 
about a woman being able to wage war. Many countries in the world are 
and have been led by women, many of whom have taken their countries 
to war, and won! But when you consider that McCain is the only one of 
the three candidates to experience war first hand (he was tortured as a 
prisoner of the North Vietnamese war during the Vietnam War), why do 
you prefer Obama, who has no war experience? 




Dear Hitler 

You're very special to me 

You know I would never intentionally hurt you 

You're a hero in my eyes 

I love you more than life itself 

Thank God I'm being released on Mother's Day 

The perfect day to spend the entire day with you 

You're always true for me 

I remember once I got kicked out of my friend's house at 1:30 in the morning 

So I called you 

And you picked me up from the Santa Clara police station 

Even if you're wrong, you'll always be right in my eyes 

I miss you; I miss your smile 

I shed a tear every once in a while 

When I get out, I'm gonna show you how much I care 

There's never enough love for you, I can make as much as I want 

I love you, Mom 

-Andrew's Anorexia 
From The Beat: Telling your mom how much you love her is a wonderful 
thing. But even more wonderful is to do what you promise here, which 
is to show her how much you love her by never coming back to a place 
like this! You have too much to offer to allow yourself to be enslaved by 
a cold system, even temporarily. 










To My Baby Girl 

Wha's up, Beat? How you doin'? I'm doin' all right. What's really on my mind 
right now is you. 

I'm not lookin' forward to that day you leave me. I always think about our 
future and if we're gonna make it. 

I pray that we do. You mean everything to me, Baby Girl. Let them jealous 
ninjas get to you. You know I'll always be here for you. 

This is to my Rose. 










-seio 
From The Beat: If she really means "everything" to you, then you'll stop 
doing the things that let the system take you away from her. In other 
words, you'll put her ahead of yourself... 


Moms 

What makes my mom special is ever since I been little. She would also do 
everything she can to make me happy. I appreciate that she does that for me. 
Even though I don't want much, she still gets me everything she thinks I want. 
If she didn't even get me anything, I would still love her, but that's just what 
makes her special. 

I love my mom. That's why I got her name on my chest. I love you, Mom. 

-Keith 
From The Beat: The bond we have with our mothers is the oldest and 
strongest we'll ever have. You're lucky to have someone in your corner 
who cares so much for you and does so much for you. Now it's your turn 
to do some things for her — namely, to find a way not to return to the 

„,„.. 








Listen To Their Words 

I think if people wanna vote fo' a President, they should listen to what they got 
to talk about, and not on they physical appearance. Also, the candidates should 
start noticing the little cites that count. 

-Eddo 
From The Beat: Does this mean you've been listening to the candidates 
and making up your mind who you want to be President? 
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Your Sacrifice 



I am in awe of your sacrifice 

Ballard, bruised, and beaten 

And crucified 

You hung on the cross like a thief or murderer 

Only to rise again with glory 

Risen after three days 

I now pray to you and for the blind 

For I can see 

I am in awe of your light 

Amen. 



I Walks Beside You 



(Dedicated to Glenda) 
When life's road seems dark and foreboding 

And the hills too steep to climb 

And you just know you're going to stumble 

In simply "A matter of time" 

Don't ever stop walking-just slow down 

And you'll find some time each day 

To enjoy the countless wonders 

God has placed along the way 

If the going ever gets too tough 

And you really could use a friend 

Remember-I walks beside you 

And I will till our journey end 

Just reach out and call my name 

I'll gently take your hand 

I'll guide you and protect you 

And help you understand 

That life is never easy 

There will be joy and sorrow 

But if you learn to turn to God and me 

I'll get you through each and "tomorrow" 



Half Empty Or Half Foil 



We live in a world of differences. Everyone just doesn't 
see things or people the same way. An optimist believes 
anything is possible, while pessimist believes nothing is 
possible. 

There are simply different views and perspectives, and 
I think that's what makes us all unique. There's nothing 
wrong with having different point of view. 

But, there are people who want you to believe they are 
right and you are wrong, simply because you do things 
differently. 

If we're both headed to the same destination and take 
different routes to get there, does it make me wrong for 
selecting a different route than you? Different points of 
view are what make society so interesting. Anyone that 
agrees with both sides can't stand alone, and never has 
an opinion of their own. 

Why are right-handed people better than left handed 
people? Why do left-handed people think they're better 
because they're unique? Why do both sides think one 
has an advantage over the other? The fact is, whether the 
glass is half empty or half full isn't important. What is 
important is there's something in the glass. 

Never think you're wrong because you're different. 
None of us are the same, not even identical twins. We 
aren't suppose to agree all the time. I love the fact we all 
see things differently. I think it's important for someone 
to have a different view than me. Some may think a 
particular man or woman is handsome or gorgeous while 
others just don't see it that way. It's just the way people 
are. 



Our next writer is coming from the Union Correctional Institution 
in Ha i ford, Fla. If you have been reading the magazine for the last 
year or so, then you would know our friend Shawn always comes with 
powerful pieces with a whole lot knowledge and facts to share. Shawn 
is a very raw and un-cut type of writer. No sugar coating. So take a bite 
into Shawns juicy pieces. 



Teacher 



(Dedicated to Psych. Spec-Mrs. Mithiell, Ms. Oalkes, Ms. 

Dorminey and Nurse-Edwards) 
I give thanks for Psych. Spec, and teachers throughout 
my life and the lessons I've learned. My greatest Psych, 
Spec and teacher, however, is Jesus, the way shower, who 
shared his teachings with all human kind through his 
words and actions. 

One of the most memorable of Jesus' teaching is "You 
shall love your neighbor as yourself. These precious 
words are my guide for everyday living. As I practice 
then in my relationships with others, I experience life in 
a more meaningful way. In living Jesus' teaching, I am 
an example to others; and as an example, I, too, am a 
teacher. As I contribute in my own unique way to a better 
world, I am mindful of the rewards of love, peace, and joy 
that come from being kind and thoughtful. 



Our Children: Good News and Bad News 

Recent reports have sounded both good news as well as 
an alarm regarding the well being of America's children... 
our children. First, the good news! According to the 
report released by the foundation for Child Development, 
a national and private philanthropic organization, Black 
children have made significant improvements in crime- 
prevention, poverty-abatement and voting-education. 
Moreover, overall improvements in the quality of life for 
Black and Hispanic children committing a violent crime, 
is beginning to dwindle. 

Indeed, the news, or at least part of it, has been very 
promising. Between 1985 and 2005, the Foundation for 
Child Development study reveals the quality of life for all 
children has looked skyward. Even more encouraging is 
the narrowing of the gap between the quality of life for 
Black and Hispanic children and White children. 

Now, the bad news! The gap between the three groups 
in the category of education continues to be disappointing. 
For, while it reveals minor improvements overall, the gaps 
in reading and mathematics indicators show only minimal 
increases. What's worse, a major television report has 
discovered nearly 40 percent of our children have begun 
to believe lying, cheating and committing violence are 
acceptable avenues toward success. 

Like you, I am concerned what our society will be 
like, in the future. From all appearances, the fact that we 
have failed to teach our children the "Three R's" is added 
to our seemingly failure to teach our children a fourth 
"R" as well... the "R" of "Responsibility". 

The outcome is obvious. On daily level, if our children 
watch adults tell even small lies, cheat each other and 
commit violent acts, then it is no wonder what our 
children will become when they grow to adulthood. 

Undoubtedly, we are facing an opportunity or a 
catastrophe. If we make the wrong decisions, nuclear war 
and terrorism will be the least of our worries. We must 
save our children, if we are to save ourselves, and our 
society. 
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Hoochies, Dogs, and Housecats 

How do you destroy a nation? You first, sever the 
relationship between parents and their children. A war is 
raging... not between Republicans and Democrats... not 
between Muslims and Christians and not between gang 
members and law-enforcement, but between boys and 
girls and their mothers and fathers! The battlegrounds 
are public schools! But it is a war you wouldn't recognize, 
unless you knew precisely what to look for. . . because the 
war between parents and children is war of teenage self- 
destruction. 

Let me break it down for you. What's the best way 
for a child to get back at his or her parents? The most 
effective way for children to get back at his or her parents, 
grandparents, or guardians is by harming themselves... 
or so certain children would believe! So, a child's first 
step, in the gradual declaration of warfare is simplistic 
and ingenious. The child distances himself or herself 
from Mom and Dad, becoming unexpectedly impossible 
to reach... not with words, or not even with money. But 
the war is just beginning. 

In addition to parents being labeled as continuously 
"WRONG", comes the drastic alteration of children's 
personal appearance. Style that would seem, in any 
reasonable society, to be absolutely reprehensible 
become the rage of most every boy and girl, from 11 to 
17! Hair is no longer combed! Teeth are gold-gilt, both top 
and bottom! Breasts are bared and pants are bagged as 
if to tell the world in one fell-swoop to "Go-to-Hell!" and 
yet, there are more salvos to be fired. For, other aspects 
of aggressive self-destruction must be executed! 

Education itself is being attacked. Children who 
should be attending high school give their parents notice 
that they are quitting school, either to achieve a "pie-in- 
the-sky" general education development certificate-better 
known as a GED-or they intend to stay at home and go on 
line to receive their high school diploma, in the comforts 
of their beds. That's it, they say. Their minds are made 
up. But what they don't understand is so is their future... 
MADE-UP TO BLOW-UP!" 

Then the war kicks into full swing! A great maze stands 
before them, pregnancy, gonorrhea, Chlamydia, cervical 
cancer, drug-dealing or drug abuse, petty-thieving for lack 
of spending money, jail time, hospitalization, or death is 
on the menu for children who have decided the best way 
to say they're angry with Mom and Dad is by pulling the 
plug on their own lives. Or they may go a step further 
and plot to kill each other, either as gang-members or as 
teenage terrorists wearing black raincoats and clutching 
homemade pipe bombs. Meanwhile, Moms and Dads are 
busy being Hoochies, Dogs, and Housecats. Hoochies run 
foot races with their daughters to see who is the most 
stylish. Dogs compete with their sons to see who can get 
the most sex and communicable diseases. And housecats 
pick up in the dead of the night, to leave and stay gone for 
months, with only the slightest meow! 

And so, the battle rages. Everyday, we witness our 
children falling prey to their own inability to relate to 
their parents, while their parents fall prey to their own 
self-conceit. Our nation is in peril! Here we are with all 
our super-weapons. But our greatest enemy is our failure 
to make peace with our own children! 



Sometimes Sex Is Not Enough 

For a long time, I've wanted to address the issue of 
women maintain relationships behind prison walls. But 
after contemplating on how it might be received, being 
written by someone in my position. I thought it might not 
be such a good idea. 

I didn't want to come off as a person serving his own 
"self-interest" not to mention the fact that I probably 
couldn't do the top justice without at least alluding to the 
negative experiences some women have had, dealing with 
incarcerated scar faces who were less than honorable. 

I buried the issue deep inside my idea box thinking 
that, sooner or later, a better angle would present itself. 
Recently, I discovered that better angle after listening to 
radio programs and reading editorials (mostly by men) that 
seem to constantly deride women who are increasingly 
developing bonds with individuals on lock down. 

To them, women staying loyal to their imprisoned 
husband or lovers and those who may have found romance 
inside the penal system are the strangest of creatures. 
It puzzles then how an attractive and otherwise vibrant 
woman could find anything redeeming about a man whose 
life appears so constrained. 

As I watched, read and listened to the different views 
on the subject, I couldn't help but laugh to myself, 
because I knew that the answers they caught could be 
easily found by observing their own behavior. 

The main thing men in the free world don't 
understand about women is that in many cases, mental 
trumps physical. The average Joe is so caught up in 
trying to appeal to the pleasure of a woman's flesh, that 
he completely overlooks the fact that she has a mind that 
also needs stimulation. In my own "pre-fed" relationships, 
I remember being involved with women whose favorite 
colors, hidden talents or even best personal attributes, I 
never took time to learn. As shallow as it may sound, my 
own concerns were with the skills they possessed in the 
kitchen and the sexual positions they'd mastered out of 
the book on Karma Sutra. 

There were no deep conversations about who were or 
what we wanted out of life. Like so many other inattentive 
men, I thought the key to keeping a woman satisfied 
solely consisted of fun date and bedroom gymnastics. 
Because of this lack of fulfillment, a number of women 
find themselves drawn to that brother in jail. In the 
absence don't attempt to try. 

While he lacks the means to touch her body, he 
accomplishes more by taking the time to make love to 
her mind, he gets to know her for whom she is and not 
for what kind of tricks she can perform. He's asking her 
questions. He's teaching her game. But most importantly, 
he's listening and learning what it takes to make her 
happy. 

For some women who place a high value on mental 
intimacy, this type of attention is worth every postage 
stamp; collect call and tank of gas it takes to keep a 
relationship like that alive. Sure, when she was an itch 
she'll find someone or something to do the scratching. 
But nothing will ever come between her and that person 
fills the void in her life. 



The most effective waif for children to get hack at his or Her parents, grandparents, 
or guardians Is fry harming themselves,,, or so certain children would believe! 
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Testimony To Rehabilitation 
And A Plea For A Second Chance 

I lived in one of Detroit's poorest areas with boarded up 
homes and businesses a high crime area amid storefront 
churches and convenience store with gambling, drug, and 
places of prostitution, a striking canvas of today's economic 
woes. I came from a broken home where I was both 
physically and sexually abused. An area in the Westside are 
in downtown Detroit, Michigan known as Cass-Corrador 
the inner city ghetto slums. 

Many of the Cass Corrador residents have been 
touched by the prison system including me a four-time 
loser. I have spent much of my childhood in foster care 
homes and detention-centers and juveniles, most of my 
early adult life and middle aged years incarcerated in adult 
prisons for forgery, theft, drug trafficking, armed robberies, 
prostitution, attempt murder to name a few. 

I'm not very different from many others in my old drug 
crime and gang infested neighborhood or other similar 
across the U.S., except that I believe my life is a living 
testimony to rehabilitation. No matter what your past or 
present circumstances are "It's never too late to be what 
you might've been." 

My story is one of redemption, but not the easy kind 
that washes everyone clean on Sunday morning. It's more 
complex, playing on societies deepest fears about the true 
nature of forgiveness. As a result is my hopOe and prayers 
for a future of job success and not to be held hostage or 
discriminated against by employment opportunity and 
community unease over my past life. 

Being a successful ex-convict is an on going struggle in 
society and in the job market or for any convicted felon. 

I want people to see me as a changed rehabilitated man, 
someone worthy of a second chance. Granted we all make 
mistakes and bad choices in our lives, I've paid severely for 
mines, 47 of my 57 years of life incarcerated. 

One of the issues of living in oppressed conditions is 
the assassination of all hope. Prison is like that but so will 
be the conditions when prisoners are released back into 
society only worse. Ex- prisoners need hope. My close- 
knit world was a predominately female one comprised 
of my great-grandmother, grandmother, mother before 
she died and two aunts. I had only terrorized, brutalized, 
relationships with my father. 

"A woman cannot teach a child how to become a man. 
So a boy will start looking to other men... for role models, 

like many other inner city neighborhoods, mines was 
not short on colorful characters. "There was a lot of the 
criminal element type of hustling going on. Like a lot of 
young men without fathers we would gravitate toward the 
guys with the shiny cars and the pretty women," in my case 
they were gangland mafia member and pimps. 

My fate took a turn when me and some friends decided 
top rob a "numbers house", where illegal gambling and 
prostitution took place. We didn't go there for the intent 
to harm anyone, but things happen in robberies that ones 
have no real control over. There was a struggle between me 
and the owner over a gun. It went off.. We left, and I had no 
knowledge the other guy was even hit let alone seriously 
hurt. It was an accident. But I accepted the responsibility 
that as a result of my planning the robbery out and being 
there someone was almost killed. 

At age 16 I pleaded guilty to attempted murder. I served 



Herbert B. Schweigert is writing to us from Crossroads Correctional 
Center in Cameron, MO. Herbert is a very spiritual writer that sends 
us his story. He'll be released on October 28, 2008 after serving 
35 years in prison. Herbert has been blessing the pages of The Beat 
Within for a while now. Trying to reach out to the younger generation 
and encourage them to change the path that they're in. The younger 
kids don't have to endure what this man went through, learn from his 
mistakes, hear his testimony and take heed to what Herbert has to 
say. 



8-years in prison for that. When I had entered prison, I 
could barely read and write. "My great-grandmother made 
me promise I would go to school." Indeed I did, I earned a 
high school diploma and some associated degrees. 

When released from my first prison term I had struggled 
out in society to fit in. "I thought I was an adult now, with 
an education, not a child." Man was I naive. I was labeled 
as a convicted felon, scumbag, a 3rd rate citizen scum of 
the earth and couldn't get a job. I would never even get the 
interview because they'd read my past criminal conviction 
on my application (if I) left it off, employees would find out 
and I'd get fired. 

What do you do when you can't get a job and your 
homeless? (like I'll be in October when I get out for my 
fourth time.) You either freeze or starve to death or you go 
back to what you were doing that landed you in prison in 
the first place." I went through that ordeal 3 more times, 
and plan for this to be my last prison incarceration. 

" I realized sometime back I needed to get a grip on my 
life I couldn't do it on my own and wasn't nobody in society 
helping me" Faith being absent in much of my adult life. 
I turned to God; I knew it would take a higher power to 
help me get my life in order. Faith in Jesus Christ suddenly 
became a positive force in my life. " I don't wear it on my 
sleeve, but the fact of the matter is that not only do I see 
things in a different light Jesus has helped me turn my 
entire life around. 

I spend my time loving and servicing others in need 
however I can. Trying to inspire and motivate troubled 
children and young adults to change their ways and their 
way of thinking so they don't end up like me or in any early 
grave. I pray that upon my prison release that someone will 
look past my criminal history (and other ex-criminals) and 
give me a chance "I hope this heightens your awareness 
of the barriers to seeking a second chance confronted by 
ex-offenders. "I plant to continue to make a difference and 
offer living-examples of hope and love to the young people 
in poor neighborhood, juveniles, jails, and prisons when I 
get released. 

I know there's gonna be obstacles ahead, I've faced 
them before, but this time I'm leaving prison a fully 
changed man with Jesus at my side. "We often pay a lot of 
lip service to forgiveness, but do we really believe in it?" 
Saying we forgive and showing it is two different things. I'm 
tenacious in creating opportunities for myself and I work 
with others other prisoners and at risk youth assisting with 
inspirational and motivational issues toward job training 
skills and counseling both drug and alcohol abuse. Etc. 

Can a convicted criminal deliver hope? Unequivocally 
yes, even though I often test people's faith and it makes 
them uncomfortable. You can't forgive someone halfway. 
"The Bible is filled with folks who were on the wrong side 
until God came into their lives. If you say that you believe in 
the power of God to change people's lives, then you've got 
to believe fully." My victory success when I get out would 
be for merely incarcerated people. " It's larger than just me 
and my needs." 

"It's never too late to be what we've might have been, if 
given a chance." 
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Unshackled: 
My Testimony from Crime to Christ 

Prison is a breeding ground of hate, despair and death. Seeds 
take root and drain the life from unfortunate individuals. 
I say unfortunate, since being spiritually lost is (an) ever- 
growing problem in America. But as I tell many stories 
within my own, I keep in mind that before receiving Jesus 
my life was a living hell from birth; I never once stopped at 
a gas station to ask the man at the pump, "Sir, could you 
tell me the way to Heaven?" 

Born in Detroit, Michigan, Casscorridor area, raised 
in the inner-city ghetto slums on the streets of the South 
Bronx (New York) I grew up in some of the most turbulent 
spots in these two cities. From the start, violence and chaos 
was the norm in my household. 

My father was an alcoholic, drug abuser and very abusive 
toward my mother and me and my siblings. The demons 
of alcoholism and drug addiction had their talons deeply 
embedded in him and later in me. My father's behavior 
toward us would often cause my young body, my very being, 
to quake and tremble with fright. As a child I often wished 
he was dead or myself. When I was three years old I watched 
in frozen fear as my father physically beat my mom to death 
because she'd refused to become a prostitute to support 
his heroin addiction, etc. 

When my father had repeatedly molested me and my 
other siblings and forced us to become child prostitutes he 
was eventually imprisoned; it had brought temporal relief. 
Yet his departure had left a void in my young heart. As a 
boy I longed for the attention and love of a father, a positive 
male figure to pattern my life after. At the age of 8 or 9 I 
sought to fill up this emptiness in my heart as a homeless 
run away elsewhere. Thus began my dark journey, which 
involved drug addiction, crime, violence, and the gang life. 

In the late 1950s, as it still is today, the streets of 
New York City were infested with gangs and drugs. As a 
youngster I was drawn to this criminal element and sought 
out a father figure amongst those who were just like me, 
hurting young souls with empty hearts. Some people offered 
me help, a bed for the night, a meal here and there but most 
had ulterior motives. Mostly all I found in the streets were 
disappointments and lies. 

Every young thug in the streets, whether male or female, 
had a particular "tag" or nickname that distinguished him 
or her from everyone else. I chose the name Butch the 
Butcher and commenced to make my mark on the streets. 
Once I was old enough or big enough to hurt others because 
I hurt, I did. Little did I know I was opening the door to the 
adversary of our souls, Satan. 

I ran the streets like an animal; I had no respect for 
human life, not even toward my own, and eventually I 
became the very putrid stench that emanated from the 
neighborhood I grew up in. My heart was filled with bitter 
animosity toward adults and anyone who represented 
authority and especially toward my father. I despised him 
for his abusiveness and sick demented actions toward 
me and other family members. I hated life itself; I allowed 
the flames of hate and bitterness, as well as rebellion, to 
transform me into a sick, demonic, hideous creature. 

Sadly, at the same time, I was wreaking havoc in my 
own family and it broke their hearts. They in turn began to 
shun me. My very existence reminded them of the phantom 
they had each dreaded the most, my father, and they each 
disowned me. 

In time my conditions became worst. I eventually 
gathered together a few wretched souls, embittered like 



myself, and formed my own turf gang and involved 
myself in all sorts of criminal activities. I was in and out 
of juvenile, jails, and prison on a constant basis and I didn't 
care. I had allowed my body to become an open sepulcher 
full of uncleanness, fully strung out on drugs, suicidal, 
etc. I was as a dead man until years later in a solitary 
confinement prison cell while facing a natural life prison 
sentence and contemplating suicide that Jesus Christ, the 
Light of the World, came into my wasted, miserable, lonely 
life. It happened on November 18th, 1972. I was arrested 
and charged with bank robbery and two counts of felony 
murder (two of my crime spree partners were gunned down 
by the police in a shoot out we had with them outside the 
bank) and other related charges and sent off to the infamous 
Rikers Island, aka "The Rock." 

At the arraignment the judge vowed that if I was 
convicted of the charges against me I would spend the rest 
of my life in prison. At that point I just wanted to die. I had 
committed suicide and was clinically dead for a couple of 
minutes during which time I had an out of body experience 
and went through this long dark tunnel which had a bright 
light at its end. I came into a heavenly realm before God's 
great throne of judgment and He gave me a second chance. 
I was revived at the same instant my spirit person reentered 
my body, but I remained in a coma state for nine days. All 
through this ordeal I remained mentally conscious and kept 
having visions of Jesus being beaten; it was more graphic 
than the movies or any artist ever portrayed Him in art. 

When eventually I came out of the coma in intensive 
care, I called out to God; I said, "God, if you're real, please 
come into my life." 

Suddenly I heard a small voice. It sounded like the 
whisper of a child calling my name and I felt a heavy weight 
lifted off me and I felt intoxicated with this great peaceful 
feeling. 

I eventually acquired a Holy Bible and was led to read II 
Corinthians 6:17-18: "Come out from their midst (the gangs, 
drugs and violent life) and be separate, says the Lord, and 
do not touch what is unclean. And I will welcome you and I 
will be a Father to you..." 

As I confessed Jesus Christ as my Lord and Savior 
according to Romans 10:9-10, the Holy Spirit impressed 
upon my heart that I was now a child of the Father of Light. 
I've been adopted of God. I'm God's child. Joy engulfed my 
spirit. I had backslide more times since then than I care to 
count but am now walking in my faith 100%. 

Members of The Beat Within and you readers of this 
great publication, my heart yearned to share my testimonial 
experience with each of you here within these lines. I think 
of all the lonely lost souls of my past and the violence and 
diseases and overdoses that took my friends away and I'm 
sure some that you each know who went on to early graves. 
It is now time to tell others about my Heavenly Father and 
His Son Jesus Christ. 

In prison I began to preach the gospel of Jesus to 
anyone who would listen and I've witnessed the glory of God 
as lives were transformed by the power of the Holy Spirit. 
Words couldn't even begin to describe the experience. 

Eventually, the Lord gave me the opportunity to make 
peace with my earthly father before he passed away. 
Through a pastor friend, the Lord saved his soul. I accepted 
full responsibility for my actions and, before sentencing, I 
was given the "gift" to apologize to my victims. 

As I write my testimony for The Beat Within in hopes 
that it will touch a lonely soul, I could hear the Living One 
saying, "Son, I am with you always, even unto the end of the 
world." I'm not alone anymore. 
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Blessed Be The Name of Jesus 

Blessed be the name of Jesus 

Say it often every day 

Praise His name and Glorify Him 

In most everything you say 

Let all know, that He is Master 

And is truly, King of Kings 

Raise His name up to the heavens 

Where his choirs of angels sing 

Blessed be the name of Jesus 

He who suffered so for me 

He who let them crucify him 

And nail and scourge him on the tree 

Blessed be the name of Jesus 

Always willing to forgive 
He that gave His life on Calvary 

So that I'd forever live 

Blessed be the name of Jesus 

He who has a place for me 

With all the saints from all the ages 

To be with Him eternally. 



The Blood Stained Cross 

I went to the cross but the cross was bare 
Except for the precious blood that cross did wear 

I know my Heavenly Father really does care 

He gave His only son, my Savior's blood to share 

Because of the blood stained cross 

I knew my savior was there 

Because of the high cost 

And His word for us to share 

Lord, as I looked at the blood stained cross 

I gave up sin and pride and to the cross I came 

Someday I'll be in that heavenly place where you reign 

All because my Savior's cross wore the precious blood 

stain. 



Because He Loves Us So 

Because he loves us so 

He gave his only begotten son 

That let us know that there is nothing 

That we can't overcome 

He fills our lives with joy and happiness 

He lifts us when we're down 

So never hesitate to call His name 

For I promise you He is around 

I know that God is watching us 

And blessing us from above 

Because He gave His only son 

Now tell me that's not Love 

A special kind of love I know 

It's something you can feel 

I can't explain it in more words 

But believe its real 

So when you're feeling down and out 

With nowhere else to go 

Just think of God and what He gave 

Because he loves you. 



The Price 



Jesus is my Savior and the love of my life 

I than Him dearly every night for paying my price 

He died on the cross for the sake of my sins 

So you and me could someday sit next to Him 

This is His promise to you and to me 

Just follow His word and we will be free 

And in the end we will finally see 

The Kingdom of Heaven, the kingdom of life 

Just always thank the Lord Jesus, for He paid the price! 



now once again in this cloud of confusion 
I drift ant Id anguish, deceit and delusion 



The Cure 



Confusion engulfed my mind with a dork cloud 

Aimlessly lost like a child in a crowd 

Words meant to harm me cut wounds that bleed tears 

Confusion transforms the cold words into fears 

The fear now consumes me, blurring my path 

Changing from fear into anger and wrath 

This anger is new, yet feels better than fear 

At least with this anger none dare to come near 

None dare to attack me, with word or with hand 

This wrath is my power! Respect, I demand! 

With wrath I am strong, but confusion's a cancer 

A question that anger and wrath cannot answer 

So now once again in this cloud of confusion 

I drift amid anguish, deceit and delusion 

With no where to turn now, within I must look 

Examining thoughts, as if reading a book 

With eyes closed in darkness, I search my own mind 

I reach out for answers I never could find 
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,... a California Correctional 
Facility in Calipatria, Ca. Orlando is not a new writer. He blesses 
the pages of The Beat with a very prolific poem that takes us into a 
journey through Orlando's mind. 



My thoughts become echoes of thunderous voices 

They tell me to think and consider choices 

The voices grow louder and show me their faces 

They greet me with honor, extending their graces 

They tell me my shield is my place in Creation 

And finding true balance with all in relation 

The faces say, "Pride is a weapon in life 

With modesty, pride can cut fear like a knife" 

Strive to make cultural values return 

Your history's truth, at this time, you must learn! 

"To know who you are, right now and right here 

Is the key to knowing your future is clear" 

I open my eyes and the clouds disappear 

The voices now whisper these words in my ear 

"The answers do not come from power or wealth 

The end to confusion, is KNOWLEDGE OF SELF." 
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Knowledge About Depressions 

Well depression is something I have struggled with on 
and off since I have been in prison and when I was young 
I did not have much knowledge about depression. But 
depression is something that hit very hard into my life. 
At a very young age I was faced with depression. And a lot 
of my depression came from anger. But at that time I did 
not much of what depression was. 

But when I came to prison this second time, and 
ended up doing a long number of years locked down in 
a one-man close management control unit of Florida 
State Prison. And for the first few years being locked 
down on close management. Was not at all that bad! But 
somewhere down the line, all hell had broke lose, and 
I ended up going to war with the Florida State Prison 
guards and the Prison Administration. 

And time for me living in a one man cell had got 
hard for me. I was always getting sprayed with chemical 
agents. Being placed on strip cell. Being written all kinds 
of disciplinary reports. For a lot of things I did not do. All 
my personal property got thrown away, along with all my 
legal work, meaning I was not able to work on my case. 
And I got life in prison. And this is when depression, had 
hit me the most. And I was always feeling sad, and feeling 
like I did not want to live anymore. And these are the 
signs of depression. I was not getting much sleep. 

Some day I would lose interest in eating. And sometime 
I would over eat when I felt depression. Sometime I 
would have trouble paying attention. Some days I would 
feel nervous. And be thinking about death, and killing 
myself. Are killing someone else. And things that made 
me happy, did not make me happy when I was struggling 
with depression. And I did not over come my depression, 
unto I went to reading and studying all about depression. 
That's when I learned that there are many different kinds 
of medicine for depression. 



Knowledge About Depression#2 

Monoamine Oxidase inhibitors (MAOIS) Tricyclic 
Antidepressants Atypical Antidepressants, and when 
being treated for depression, always know what kind of 
drugs you are taking. Learn about the side effects. Know 
what other prescription drugs you should avoid while 
taking medicines for depression. 



Avoiding Repeating Pass Mistakes 

Mistakes do have they purpose and aim in my life. 
Mistakes are my schooling. But the key to making 
mistakes is to learn how to avoid repeating pass mistakes. 
And for so many years in my life, I kept stumbling over 
the same mistakes. My anger and emotions, And I was 
able to see at times where I went wrong at. But I never 
looked deeply into the matters of why I kept making the 
same owe mistakes over and over. 

And I know that I did not know much better. But in my 
heart I wanted to change and I wanted to stop stumbling 
over and repeating the same mistakes over and over. 
Because by doing that I was only showing myself that I 
was not learning anything from my mistakes. And there 
was nothing wrong with making mistakes. But there 
was something wrong with not learning from my pass 
mistakes. 



Raiford, Florida. Michael has been a great writer for The Beat Within 
for the longest, always consistently dropping knowledge, and wisdom 
for all the readers to soak up. In these most recent pieces Michael tries 
to educate us about mental health in prison. He also has a piece about 
avoiding past mistakes and even has a piece dedicated to one his friends 
to keep him in high spirits. So please give it up for Michael as he puts 
together a great effort of work for y'all to read. 



To My Friend Chris Soole 



Chris, Soule, we are old. Age or nothing can make our 
friendship fold because our souls are connected. And my 
friendship for you will never be a game. And my love for 
you will keep growing through all our pains. And we both 
have life in prison. And we both are smart so one day our 
freedom and thoughts of you are always in my mind. 

True friendship like yours has been so hard to find. 
But your friendship to me has been right on time. That's 
why I cherish you and your friendship ever so much. And 
no matter how fare we are apart we will always stay in 
touch. Keep up your struggle for change, do all you can 
to endure that pain because nothing stays the same. 

Keep learning the law because in all trial cases you 
will find a flaw. So keep struggling for the freedom within. 
And keep struggling for your freedom without. And never 
give up. Because your best days are still ahead of you. So 
keep your faith and trust in God. He knows our hearts. 
Just as he knows our friendship will never fall apart. 
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Don't take it Personal 



And for years I went through life taking just about 
everything personal. And I someone close around me, 
just made a indirect statement. I would jump out there 
and ask them who are they talking to. Then one thing 
would lead to another. Then I would end up getting into a 
bad word exchange, that would lead to a fight, or lead me 
to going to war with someone. And taking things personal 
always got me in more trouble then a little bit. And my 
friends always told me Mike, don't take small things so 
personal because that's going to be a big down fall for 
you. But this was one of my weakness, I had no control 
over. And I wanted so much to take my friends advice, but 
taking things personal, had more control over my mind. 

Then I got good advice my friends were giving me. And 
not taking things person was a very hard task for me to 
do. This something I had to struggle very hard with. But 
as time went on, slowly I went to learning the hard way 
not to take things personal. 

Then one day in the mail I had received a little book 
call the four agreement, a wisdom book. By: Don Miguel 
Ruiz. And this book really put me in touch with myself. 
And this book taught me so much about don't take it 
personal and the second agreement is don't take anything 
personally. And this book taught me, that if someone 
say to me that I am stupid, without knowing me, that 
what they are saying is not about me. Then, if I take it 
personally, then I would believe I am stupid. Then if I take 
it personally I would agree with what they said. 



^" 



HSHBT/// - #"////// 



'nxnHTM0j?E' 




Mija, I Miss and I Remember You 

I remember so much about you I had to share 

The day you were born I was right there. 

You had the most beautiful eyes 

Big brown ones; they made us cry 

I remember getting you dressed up with cute outfits with 

hats 

Your hair was so curly 

Mija, you were so beautiful you caught the eyes of all the 

passers by 

I used to push you all over town, proud 

Mija, I remember the day we met 

Meth! 

She took me away from you 

I remember how beautiful she was 

With her I did not miss anyone 

Mija, I remember the day I walked away 

'cause I needed meth more than anything else 

Miss Meth was my girl forever! 

I remember how I used to think about you, to the point I 

would cry 

Mija, I miss you 

I remember the day I saw you walking up to the 

apartment 

Wow, I was in shock. 

I was counting on my fingers trying to think, "Damn, 

how old is she Now?" 

She has grown up without me 

I remember your smile 

It didn't ever change 

When we hugged I had flash backs of you when you were 

a baby 

Jovanna Diamond Garay 

All I ask is that you remember, Mija, I love you and miss 

you so much. 

But remember this, 

I get out on October 7, 2008 and we will be back 

together. 

Mija, I love you. I miss you. 

For fife Dad or Joe 



Nightmare, is writing from Deuel Vocational Institution in Tracy, 
CA. Nightmare is new to The Beat as he wishes to share his story 
with all you readers out there. He does a good job of putting down his 
trials and tribulations on paper. Nightmare recognizes how important 
life really is and how he let drugs get in the way of his relationships 
with the people he loved most, especially his daughter. So give it up for 
our new friend as he pours his heart and soul into his pieces! 



The bed I laid in 

was not the same 

&ttt to me I was the blame 



You Left Me! Why? 



Why weren't you there when they took me away? 

You said you'd come back and that I won't stay 

I waited for you for days and nights 

To the point that I started to fight 

The bed I laid in was not the same 

But to me I was the blame 

I know I was young and just a kid 

But inside I did not know what I did 

Everyone else had their moms and dads 

Seeing that drove me mad 

To the point I wanted to run 

In hopes I would find a gun 

To put an end to all the pain 

'Cause being away from home was driving me insane 

I hate you for what you've done 

But now I know I'm the only one 

That can turn my life around 

'Cause today I found peace in my heart 

To not blame you from the start 

All I need to know is why 
So I can forgive you before I die. 



My First Day in CDC 



"Garay!" 

" Yeah!" 

" Get up, you're leaving to CDC." 

"OK... alright, homies, I'm gone." OK, now here we 
go. 

"When your name is called, step forward and get 
naked; one size fits all. After you're done, step in tank 
#1." 

Now CDC is here to pick us up. 

" Again, when your name is called, step forward, face 
the wall, one leg up, next leg up, turn around and cuff 
up. When your name is called, line up in front of the man 
called before you." 

The year 1998, the day is May 5. Wow, what a day to 
remember. My gut is turning, heart beating out of control, 
as we load up the bus. Bus drivers says, "When this bus 
is moving, there will be no talking. When we stop feel free 
to talk but keep it down." I'm scared; I don't say a word 
to anyone and I even know a few guys. Well, 45 minutes 
pass; now I see D.V.I. As we come over the bridge, my 
gut starts to make noise and cramp up. I got 6 years to 
do for a 273.5 DV. I catch view of the yard. Everyone is in 
orange. 

The guys on the bus start to talk as we enter the 
center. My homeboy Big D says, "Hey, Nightmare, this is it, 
baby boy! Don't trip. We roll together." "I'm not trippin'." 
Almost all the guys on the bus already have numbers. I'm 
a new fish. As we enter the prison, a c.o. comes aboard to 
do a count and the other cols unload the weapons. Now 
off to R&R. Again, when your name is called, step forward. 
First a c.o. takes all of our leg irons off. Then an R&R c.o. 
comes aboard and starts to call names. I was last 'cause I 
still didn't have a number. 

After everyone unloaded, the Col. says "Garay, here's 
your number and don't forget it; P-78462." 

As soon as he told me, it stuck like glue to my head. 

Then he says, "Ok, now follow suit. You all know the 
get-down, get naked, lift up your..., and peel your..., squat 
and cough... After that, an inmate hands you your fits." 

By this time, I'm real scared. I go into the tank where 
others are from other counties, some all blasted up. 

Me, I'm fresh; nothing but one tattoo on me above my 
eye brow... ""The Life I Chose." I got it when I was thirteen 
years old. Well, as the day went on, we just stood in the 
tank and chopped it up. About 7:30 or 8:00 they brought 
us dinner. I could not ever eat; I was too scared. 

Around 9:30 they called us by name and number to 
be housed. "Garay, P-78462, West Hall 216." 

I never slept or even ate until the next day after the 
homie got at me and I was cleared. 
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The Town I Live In. ..My Life Story 

My name is Nightmare from Los Bafios, California. I come 
from a family of heavy drug users. I have one sister and one 
younger brother. We got the worse end of the stick. CPS 
was involved at the age of nine years for me. We grew up 
in and out of foster care. When we were home, Dad beat us 
a lot, to the point that I had to fight back at a young age. 
There was no love at home, so for me I had to find love and 
I did on the streets of my town. 

I started to use drugs at the age of 11, weed, beer, and 
pills called No-Doz. I slowly went to cocaine. 

Well, as time went on, the street became my home. I 
would steal from anyone anywhere just to keep my high or 
to eat. In 1990 I got caught having a shotgun. 

I was sentenced to 6 years with CYA. While in N.R.C.C. I 
got reevaluated and was sent to do my time in a group home 
called Vision Quest. While in there, I learned the ropes for 
survival. I still thank those guys for all they showed me; 
that's the stuff I will never forget. 

I got out in 1994. During those years of my life, I saw 
my family one time only. To me, forget them. I was a man. 
Well, as soon as I got out, I met a girl and got her pregnant, 
had my daughter. She was born on Nov. 11, 1994. By this 
time I was a member of a gang, Red Raggers. They were my 
family. When they needed me, I was gone. I left my daughter 
behind, same as I was left by my dad and mom. The gang 
kept me away from her for over four years. 



In 1998 I was sentenced to six years with half time 
for 2.7.3.5 pc.D.V. I already had one year credit so I only 
had to do 5 years with 1/2. I paroled in 2002, 5 years, 2 
months later. I lost my half time 'cause I was down for my 
homie. 

In 2002, 1 was on parole, on the run, and on drugs. I got 
caught in July of 2004 for 15 more new charges, 5 GTAs, 
5 459s, 4 RSPs, and 1 for not reporting; that's 15 charges! 
In court I was ready to do this time; I had nothing on the 
street anyway. I told the judge, "Let's hurry and get this 
over with because all you're doing is warehousing me in 
prison anyway. You can't help me." The judge tried; he gave 
me a new number; it changed from P-7-8161 to N-7-4780. I 
was sent to CRC for my drug problems. 

In 2004 I got out, was out for 6 days, and got busted 
again for possession of dope. This time I had two problems, 
meth and heroin. I was real bad. I got sentences to 5 years, 
8 months. 

While in prison this time, I decided to let go of the gang 
life. I was losing my life to the system. I talked to a lot 
of lifers and got a lot of feedback. Well, I paroled on Jan. 
16, 2007, and got busted Feb. 23, 2008 for GTA. I beat the 
case, so I only got a 7 month violation with 1/2. 3 1/2 is not 
anything. I'm back again on another violation, a flat. I've got 
five months, seven days left. Life goes by quickly. I lost a lot 
of friends, loved ones, and self respect. Fake pride will keep 
you here. This is not a life. 
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In Honor of Michael Orozco 

I know Michael Orozco only through the art, not personally. 
This is the way most of The Beat Within readers and writers 
knew him — through what he did on paper. Even back in the 
SHU where property limitations prevent us from stacking up 
magazines, I don't remember any of Michael Orozco's artwork 
ever being discarded — the magazines, I has to go, but his 
art remained, stashed in some folder or as a pattern by our 
numerous jailhouse proteges. 

In every death there is a tragedy, an untold story, a void 
of cosmic proportions. Death is an abnormality, a crime. Man 
is made to live, not die. And ye, death is common and near — 
it strikes all the time, in every place, swiftly, suddenly, and 
unpredictable. Michael Orozco's artwork survives him, and 
he still lives through it whenever it is seen by others. This is 
his legacy, but it cannot be compared with the person, who is 
infinitely more valuable and precious. Artwork cannot console 
his family or replace Michael: it is his extension, not his 
essence as a person. The person is irreplaceable. 

Michael's art is what he left us, but what is more important, 
is that he couldn't take it with him. He brought only his soul 
and his life before the Lord and Maker of us all, and he is 
now in God's hands, not our's. Michael was only 42 years old, 
and judging by the Ed. Note of 13.14, most of that short life 
was spent in virtual "exile", on the rough side of life, on our 
side of the fence, Struggling to live (or what would constitute 
"normalcy" nowadays). It is the good, the bad and the ugly, 
all mixed together, not unlike much of his art its' contrasting 
themes. It's an example to others that in spite of all things, he 
used his art to inspire and motivate us — a silent story of the 
heart, manifested in ink. 

We should remember and always honor those who have 
touched our lives in a positive way, who have fought with their 
demons, who have struggled and lost blood in that struggle, 
and who made an effort to give to other. In the Eyes of society 
this is unconventional and foolish, since Michael was a convict 
with a checkered past, among other things. But, to us, he was 
first of all HUMAN- a living, breathing human being, whom 
God made and fashioned and counted worthy to bring into the 



Our next writer is writing to us from a Correctional Facility in 
Corcoran, Ca. Mikhail never fails to miss an issue. He always comes 
with prolific words not to preach, but to teach all young and old 
readers out there. Because the learning doesn't stop when it comes 
to life. We all make mistakes and have to learn to deal with them. 
Markhasev always does a good job putting that point across saying 
that we can't change the past, but it's what we do now that will dictate 
our future. So open your ears up and let the O.G. enlighten you with 
some advice on life. 



world. God alone will judge Michael Orozco, the same God who 
will also judge this society for how it treated Michael. And to 
the dead, if we fail to "live in peace" with the living! 

There are no "unneeded" or "useless" people. And yet, by 
our treatment of others, we often show our complete disregard 
for the next man, and for those who love him — for those who 
cherish his HUMANITY. I did that, and that's why I'm in prison! 
I need to learn to be human in here, before I dare ask for 
the privileges of the real world. Michael Orozco touched our 
lives with art. How have we touched the lives of others? Have 
we when bothered to give a bit of ourselves — our time, our 
attention, our patience, our resources, whatever — to others? 

What have we done with the opportunities, chances, 
and people which God has given and granted us for our own 
salvation? And, what will we bring to God once this brief 
"three-ringed circus" of life comes to a halt? 

Michael Orozco left behind his family who loved and cared 
for him, who depended on him and rejoiced with him. Almost al 
of us are blessed with loved ones (family or otherwise) who feel 
the same about us. And for those who no one, there are people 
around them whom they can help or influence. Our presence 
in this world has to be felt and we al have an important role to 
play in the lives of others. This is a gift from God and not our 
"choosing", since no one "chose" to be born or "chose" which 
family he or she would qualify... 

Lord, have mercy on the soul of Michael Orozco! Remember 
his trials and his tears, and what he gave to us! Don't remember 
his sins — for we all sin — but through the prayers of his family 
grant him Paradise as you did with the Thief who was crucified 
next to the Lord of Glory! 
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Johnny Blaze is writing to us from North Kern State Prison in 
Delano, California. Johnny writes in hopes to reach at least one 
person through his writing. So give it up for Johnny as he introduces 
himself to all you readers and tells you a little about himself. 



Lost 



Don't know where I'm goin' but the Lord keeps showin' 

me the way to the light 

I'm tryin' to do what's right, but I think I'm losin' sight 

Fallin' victim to this life of sin 

'Cause I'm back here again, facin' time in the pen 

My mama askin', "Will this be the end?" 

I got nothin' to say, tryin' to take back another day 

While I'm prayin' for the Lord to show me the way 

My family's sheddin' tears 'cause I'm facin' so many 

years 

I don't know how I was runnin' with no fears 

Livin' in the streets day by day, takin' the game play by 

play 

Knowin' that I wasn't livin' the right way 

Puttin' ice in my veins, causin' my family too many 

pains 

I knew this life I had to change 

But I just couldn't stop, stay awake till I drop 

Never spend any money when I go out and shop 

My hustle must have failed 'cuz I'm back in the county 

jail 

Wonderin' why Mom's the only one who sends any mail 

All this while visitin' through the glass, arguin' this 

might be the last 

While my mom's tellin' me, "Son, you better wake up 

fast. It wasn't a pretty sight comin' and goin' through the 

night, wakin' up to you about to fight 

What you were doin' had to be wrong." 

When we talked couldn't get along 

I'm sorry, Mom, that's why I'm singin' this song 

Don't know where I'm goin', but the Lord keeps showing 

me the way to the light 
I'm tryin' to do what's right, but I think I'm losin' sight 

Fallin' victim to this life of sin 

So I open up my Bible everyday and try to meditate on 

what the scriptures say 

While I'm prayin' for the Lord to show me the way 

I said I'm prayin' for the Lord to show me the way. 



Reflection 



Addicted to the fame that comes from the street life we 

call the game 

Inflicted with this pain sent back to prison these days, 

it's not the same 

I was tryin' to make a name 

But now I'm just a number, as I sit here and wonder 

What took me so long to calm down; I was headed 

underground 

What was I thinking, react without even thinking 

How my life was sinking 

Two cots and moldy bread with spots 

Two men in a cell, it's the closest thing to hell 

But in this adversity I never hide 

I'm blessed, I'm free on the inside 

I trust in the Lord with all my heart 

He keeps me from fallin' apart 

Lean not on my own understanding 

My mind He keeps expanding 

My own ideas, I stay from them 

So He will direct my path 

Heaven or hell, prison or the outs, you do the math 



Self-Will 



Self-will is the will of one's self; in a state of sobriety, 
not infected or inhibited by the A.O.D. personality, as 
much as we may exist in a sense of expanded presence, 
with no ability to perceive of reference, future or past. 
We become idle in delusions of grandeur, causing a false 
sense of reality. Thus, we are unaware of our emotional 
and physical damage. This allows an easement of 
rationalizations that impedes upon our ability to decipher 
between our true self and the will of our addiction, with 
no recognition of the process the addiction uses to phase 
out our morals and sense of reality. This process feeds 
on our character defects and neurotic behaviors. Thus, 
we see no separation between the self and self-will. This 
is why it's imperative to rely on God's will. 




Dear Beat Within 



I send my regards to you and all those involved in your 
newsletter. It is truly a blessing that there is a forum for 
youths and adults to share insight and wisdom. If I had 
known then what I know now, I would have hung out with 
the nerds and joined the chess club. I'm 22 years old and 
have been in more than out since I was 11. Everybody I 
grew up with who was cool is dead, in prison, or in county 
fighting a case. Those kids who went to school, practice, 
and did their homework are doctors, lawyers, and 
politicians. Back then, they were nobody, now they are 
somebody. Back then, I was somebody, now I'm nobody; 
just a number. Enclosed are a poem, a song, and essays I 
wrote... my hope and prayer is that at least one person will 
get something out of them. If so, all my years of adversity 
given to the system will have been worth it. 
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Gangster Revelations: Prologue 

There are over 2 million Americans incarcerated; one out 
of every hundred, to be exact, and the number is rapidly 
growing. Those who commit crime serve time as punish 
for their actions. In recent years some have been given 
treatment programs. Drugs are not the problem. They are 
merely a symptom. Little Jonny being a clepto is not the 
problem but a symptom. Two out of three inmates currently 
incarcerated will re-offend. This is because the judicial 
system treats the symptom, not the problem. Criminals 
perform better for a time, some not at all. There are those 
who have no intention of ever changing. After continuous 
periods of incarceration, we become accustomed to 
a structured setting in order to stabilize. In time we 
subconsciously become institutionalized, which is much 
harder to correct than the original problem. 

It would be like a man seeing a doctor because he has 
severe pain in his leg. The doctor gives him some painkillers 
and sends him home. The man returns because his leg 
still hurts. The doctor keeps him a little longer, gives him 
some more painkillers, and sends him home. The man has 
a broken leg, which, by now, has healed wrong. This is 
much harder to correct than if the real problem had been 
diagnosed and treated to begin with. 

The pain represents crime and the doctor represents 
the judge. We break the law, the judge gives us probation 
and jail time. We come back before the judge for more crime, 
we receive added stipulations and more time. The broken 



leg represents our real problem; the leg healing wrong 
due to lack of treatment represents institutionalization. 
Just as we can become dependent on painkillers without 
knowing it, and even denying it, we can become dependent 
on institutions without know it, or even denying it. 

With this in mind, I have come to the realization that 
I am institutionalized. I am dependent on a structured 
environment to maintain stability. This is a problem which 
requires a solution. After analyzing my brief periods of 
success in society, I have come to the conclusion that I 
need to develop and maintain a self-imposed structure or 
program. I must practice strict adherence to my program, 
both in prison and after release. This is my only chance of 
becoming a productive member of society. 

The rabbit hole goes much deeper, though. Before I 
can develop an adequate structure, I must understand 
the culmination of events in my life that led to my 
institutionalization. This comprehension is a result of 
a retrospective inventory of my character defects and 
neurotic behaviors; recognizing the influential events that 
produced a dysfunctional thought process—impulsiveness, 
extremism, and an I-don't-care attitude-which are the 
causes of my poor decisions. In order for me to make better 
decisions, I must change the process by which I make 
decisions. This is easier said than done. I was once told, 
"You haven't failed till you quit trying." I am 22 years old 
serving two consecutive 3 year sentences in a California 
Prison. This is my story. 




Before I can develop an ad- 
equate structure, I must un- 
derstand the culmination of 
events in nttf life that led to 
ntif institutionalization \ 
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■Curtis Newill, from the Pennsylvania Dept. of Corrections, is no 
stranger to The Beat Without pages as he always manages to find a 
way to get his pieces in our hands. 



And All The Rest 

Pen to paper 
Love to vapor 

Tear's drop 

Mixed with ink 

Time to reflect 

Time to think 

No way to correct this 

We missed our first kiss 

Maybe last chance 

First dance 

And all those moves 

She proves it was requited 

When she recited his letter 

A thousand times 

First one's best 

Love and all the rest 



Sun Beams Shine Through 

An artist paints a picture 

Of how it would be 

I should be more attentive to details 

I tell a story of derail 

Jumped the track 

Trying hard to find a way back 

Gray clouds, nights of black 

Morning showers on the pane 

To disguise the pain as a depression in weather 

Thunder is lightning being found 

Memories at times have no sound 

Others scream out loud 

Like a terrible dream 

Searching for that silver seam 
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An Excerpt from My Book Stains 

"Gloomrise" 

Winter passed, but left it's stain. On the streets-with dirty 
melting globs of ice and the white frost of residue that 
blankets the blacktop. In the skies-with perpetual grey 
gloom that signifies the emergence of the wet and the 
warmer weather and the impending release of spring. 
It leaves behind the sunny short and frozen days of 
December. People of Minnesota understand that the 
wither sunshine means bitter cold, and that, the gloom 
will bring the rains and warmth, which will cleanse, all 
that is, for a new cycle. The people of Minnesota can 
relish in the 'Gloomrise.' It's like running water through 
soiled laundry. At first, you see the dirt and grime but, 
ultimately, you know, the waters will run clean. The 
stains will be removed. 

Do stains ever get removed? I will surely consult my 
physisist friend on the issue, should I ever make one. It 
seems to me that we never quite remove a stain. However 
small, reminants remain. And, though F, sure there 
have been interesting tales told behind such incidental 
incidents; I do not refer to coffee and egg. 

No. 

There is another kind of stain. One in which, I have 
perceived on my own, and to my surprise, is acknowledged 
by the dictionary. A stain of the soul. A stain, often 
harder to see, and harder to remove. It is these stains 
which mar this canard. Their residuum acting like 
guideposts, pointing to an ever elusive truth, on a path 
nearly obliviated by the seasons. 

There are the stains of time, and time's flimsy 
dressing, which you can't go always pressing. The good 
times. The bad times. The stains of love, ambition, desire, 
and envy. The stains of my story. TOD? GOD? ALIEN? 
WEASLE? The paladin. The thief. The sinner. The saint. 
The champion. The fool. All these blacks and whites, with 
many grays in between. 

When we move to find life's answers, we are bound 
to make mistakes. We are bound to sumble, fall, slobber, 
dribble, and splash. Always. These moments seem to find 
their way to leave a maker. Marks not so easily forgotten. 
Marks not so easily hidden. 

Can you see their blemish? Can you feel the hands of 
time? Can you sense the 'Gloomrise?' 

If so... 

You may know my story already? 



Lookin' Good 

Fourteen coats of 

Candied money green 

Laquer on 

Twenty-four inch blades 

Boom Boom 

Bastic Bass 

Blasting Beats 

Down danger streets 

To our ramshackle shack 

Unpainted, unfurnished 

Home 

Cupboards bare 

Disgarded carcass 

Called fridgedaire 

But, DAMN! 

We look good 

Gettin' there. 



Our next writer is writing to us from Corcoran State Prsion in 
Corcoran, CA. Todd is not a new writer, but he's barely getting back 
in touch with us so we can publish his great pieces. So without further 
or do we introduce Todd! 



Free 



A body held still 
By cyclone razor wire 
Still; a mind flies free. 



Who Do 1 Cry For? 

. . .Who do I cry for? 

Iraq? 

Its people? 

Or the men we condem? 


\ 

For the launchers of ^ 
missiles 
Or those at their missions 
end 


For our soldiers? 

The watchers? 

Or the holders of heads 

rolled again? 


For the sons 

For the fathers 

Or the workers of 

Halleburtan 


Christian? 

Shiite? 

Or Muslim men? 

Women? 

Children? 

Or those who defend? 


Who do I cry for? 

I cry for me! 

For my sons! 

My friends! 

My family! 



Behind The Bush 



Who's that hiding behind the bush? 

Just who is fooled when they give the truth a push? 

This way, then that way the world in dismay 

Who is it? They will make their devil this day? 

Osama Bin Laden? Saddam Hussain? 

We want their oil but, we say it's in God's name. 

When they're fleecing the people they must point and 

blame. 

So... just who is hiding behind the Bush? 

Don't ask too loud, or they'll give you a shoosh 

The pentagon? The towers? 

An Illusion? A trick? 

Who can tell right from wrong when lies are so thick? 

WEAPONS OF MASS DESTRUCTION!!! 

Is this your latest construction? 

Will you send boys to war 

Without the slightest compunction? 

Look!!! Who's hiding behind the Bush? 

You see their faces as they prepare their ambush 

It's all for lining pockets 

When the billions go missin' 

And the peoples voice is not heard 

Over the media's ass kissin' 

Is it all for Big Business? 

That our soldiers lifeless bodies lie bare? 

Were the buildings your undoing? 

Under the guise of terror? 

Let's give the Bush a push 

And look at who's hiding behind 

Will it be ghosts or goblins or criminals we find? 

One way or the other, it's all a crime! 

One day or another, we'll see the truth of prime-time. 
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Introducing Myself 



Greeting, Beat, from the inside. I am a first time writer, so, 
first, a little about myself: My name is Patrick Burkhart, 
AKA "Sneeks," and I'm a 40 year old screw-up. I'm on my 
3rd term and have served multiple violations. I've been in 
and out of jail and prison my whole life. 

My break and blessing came when I caught this ease- 
ls strange as that may sound--as I was sentenced to 
32 months at 80%. That was the break... I'm a 3-strike 
candidate. The blessing is that I was sent to do my time 
here at CSATF-Corcoran. For those who aren't aware, it's 
an in-custody drug program. I've been here for over a year 
and will be out this December '08. 1 can honestly say that 
this is my last trip. I've learned how not to mess up! Wish 
me luck! 

Now, on to you at The Beat Within. I have been 
receiving your publication for about two months now, and 
I must say I am extremely impressed and pleased. I never 
thought I would hear such a loud and clear voice from 
our young people. I have laughed and cried, found myself 
in deep thought, and have seen myself in young shoes 
again. I value all the wisdom I find coming from these 
young people and I applaud all of you at The Beat Within 
for your compassion and selfless sacrifice in opening 
the door and providing this outlet for them to express 
themselves. 

And lastly, for the kids... I'm sorry, young adults, 
I'd like to say, "STOP!" Stop being a statistic and stop 
being a paycheck for someone. You all have it in you to 
do great things and to become whoever and whatever you 
want. Don't end up like me. If you fall down, pick yourself 
up, dust off, and continue forward, always forward. My 
prayers are with each and every one of you. 




Patrick Burkhart, a.k.a Sneeks, is a new contributor to The Beat 
Within, writing from Corcoran, CA. He'd like to introduce himself and 
share a few fantastic poems. Welcome aboard, Sneeks! 



If Missing You 



If missing you could make it rain, 

The seas would overflow. 

If missing you could blacken the stars, 

There would be no midnight show. 

If missing you could warm the earth, 

Then I'd never need the sun. 

If missing you were just a start, 

Then I've only just begun... 

And so I'll go on dreaming... 

Of when I'm kissing you 

Because there are no words to help explain 

How I'm missing you! 



Words 



There's something to be cherished 

Within the written word 

No matter how foolish 

Or utterly absurd 

So many things to be learned 

From all the world's written pages 

Even for novice beginners 

And philosophical sages 

So my plea to you all is 

"Take paper and ink 

And write down how you feel 

Share what you think!" 

Friends Way Back In The Days 

Oh, how I remember way back in the days 

When friends shared love in so many ways 

In sorrow and in pain 

In sunshine or rain 

The love they shared would always remain 

Some laughed, some cried 

But they stayed by your side 

Because the love of a friend went deeper than skin 

If a friend did wrong, a friend understood 

Because friends stuck together though the bad and the 

good 

If a friend should fall, one came to his aid 

Because this, you see, is how friends were made 

But there is no more understanding; friends are falling from 

dope! 

Will they ever come back? One can only hope 

Because as of today, majority rules all 

They will trip you and kick you and laugh when you fall 

Turn your back on me, my friend, for it's the season 

It's so easy to do and you don't need a reason 

You can use someone else, I guess it's okay 

Oh, how I remember way back in the day 

To have friends like you--and have lost them 

It hurts, I must say 

But I've tried to reach you in every way 

It must have been nice to have done no wrong! 

But I've known I'm a screw-up and I've known it all along 

So you go your way and I'll go mine 

And without friends like you 

I'll be just fine! 

And I'll miss you 

Like you missed me. 



"STOP/" Stop being a statistic and stop being a 
patf check for someone, ion all have it in if on to do 
great things and to become whoever and whatever 
if on want, Don't end np like me, If ifou fall down, pick 
ifourselfup, dnstoff and continue forward, alwaifs 
forward, 

read the rest of Patrick Bnrkhart's 3W0 piece on page 63 




